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PRE F AC E, 



On iDtroducing, in its present sliape^ the fol* 
lowing Collection of Poems to the public atten- 
tion, the author can hardly be supposed to 
entertain for them those feelings of parental 
anxiety which necessarily accompany the first pre* 
sentation of our literary offspring to the notice 
of the world; as, with very few exceptions, they 
have already appeared, in some anonymous form, 
before the public, and so may be supposed to 
have received that stamp of currency which 
the uninfluenced judgment of a literary censor 
can give. Having been already printed in the 
Christian Remembrancer, and other periodical 



VI 



s 



publications of greater or less circulation, they 
are now gathered out of the various and scattered 
pages through which they were diS^rsed ; and, 
as some of them have been fortunate enough to 
attract considerable attention, and others have 
been occasionally inquired after, they are now 
l)rinted in this form, in the hope that their bulk 
may render them, at least, less fugitive, and that 
they may afford to the reader, what they have 
already contributed to the writer — half an hour's 
innocent occupation. 

For the apparently trifling topics on which 
many of them are founded, he. trusts it will be a 
sufficient apology to state that they were all com* 
posed onparticular occasions, ^n^in particular 
characters; of the proprieties of which they are, 
of course, in a great measure divested, when 
presented in their collected form to the public ; 
and that the lightest of them were written in early 
youth, before the sacredness of the author's pro- 
fession rendered topics not. decidedly religious 
in some degree inappropriate to his pen. For 



vu 



writing poetry at all, uninspired though he b^, 
he deems no apology to be requisite. On the 
contrary, tliough an inclination to build the lofty 
rhyme is accompanied; like every thing good, 
with its necessary evils, — though it has often 
produced 

** A youth condemn'd his father's soul to cross, 
Who pens a stanza when he should engross," — 

Yet it ist, on the other hand, often the mother of 
holy thoughts, and an incitement to the study of 
works and subjects which fill the heart with gen- 
erous sentiments and lofty aspirations. It is well 
and beautifully said by Mackenzie — " Poetry, let 
the prudence of the world say what it will, is, 
at least, one of the noblest amusements. Our 
philanthropy is almost always increased by it. 
There is a certain poetic ground on which we 
cannot tread without feelings that mend the heart ; 
and many who are not able to reach the Parnas- 
sian heights, may yet advance so near as to be 
bettered by the air of the climate." 
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It will be seen that, in the following collection, 
there is more than one attempt to compose a 
Hymn adapted to the public service of the 
C harch. No topic has of late excited more inte- 
rest in the religious, and ( if we may so style it) the 
poetical world, than the barrenness of the Church 
in compositions calculated to form part of the 
public worship of God ; and the means of reme- 
dying this lamentable deficiency have been long 
the subject of anxious discussion. The reproach 
is by no means confined to our Establishment, 
but attaches to all churches alike — nay to Chris- 
tianity itself; for we are almost constantly com- 
pelled to have recourse to language inspired by 
the earthly dispensation of Moses, in order to 
give utterance to the feelings of gratitude and love 
which spring from the heavenly influence of the 
Gospel ; and even of this language we are driven 
to acknowledge that the translation of Brady and 
Tate is, as yet, the authorized and unrivalled in- 
terpreter. The deficiency here alluded to cannot 
Jiave its origin in any unfitness in poetry for the 
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expression of religious sentiments: for almost 
all poems that have taken a permanent plaee in 
in any language have been either expressly reli-^ 
gious, or strongly imbued with a religious feel- 
ing. The difficulty appears rather to arise from 
the narrow field which- is allowed to the hymn*^ 
writer in the exercise of his art — narrow beyond 
what will readily be believed by those who have 
not directed their attention expressly to this sub- 
ject. Some rules on thi» point have been well 
laid down by a writer in the Quarterly Review j. 
in an excellent article on the subject of Psalmody. 
«* First, the pieces included in the selection*' (of 
Psalms or Hymns) ^^ should be odes addressed to> 
the Supreme Being, or commemorative of his. 
mercies and attributes. They should not be 
taken from the didactic, rarely perhaps, if ever, 
from the elegiac poems, contained in the book 
of Psalms. Secondly, they should be general or 
eongregational ; they should consist of express- 
ions fairly and reasonably applicable to every in- 
dividual in the assembly. We address God in 



public and in common with a multitude of our 
fellow-creatures; our language therefore, can 
only comprehend our common benefits and bless- 
ings. Our private and peculiar feelings of gra- 
titude or consolation must be reserved for our 
private devotions/' The composer or selector 
is, moreover, cramped and limited by the prescri- 
bed^j^gth of his poem; as, whatever be the na- 
ture of the sentiment which he wishes to convey, 
he cannot, without total ruin to bis design, ex- 
ceed the number of verses usually sung at one 
time. These rules, to the non-observance of 
which most of the failures of genius, down to the 
illustrious Heber, may be safely attvibuted, limit 
very materially the range of the poet in this de- 
partment of composition, and almost lead us to 
despair of evei* seeing a lyrist, who, from a harp 
of so few strings, can elicit the harmony necessary 
to win the general ear, and give full expression 
to the devotional feeling of a whole assembleifr 
congregation. Theyorm, at least, adopted in the 
following essays seems calculated to obviate some 
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of the difficulties incidental to tbis kind of com« 
position ; it necessarilj confines the length of the 
poem within a reasonable coihpass; it is well 
adapted to the prevailing mode of Cathedral 
singing, and might, with the alternate dropping 
and taking up of a single voice, be used with 
effect in Parish Churches; whilst many senti- 
ments may be introduced as addressed from one 
semi-chortts to another, which would be altogether 
misplaced as direct invocations to the Almighty : 
care being always taten that the full chorus shall 
consist of an immediate appeal to the Deity. No- 
thing, however, it seems now certain, will ever in 
thlswaybeeffected, till the same system is pursued 
in the arrangement of our Psalmody, which was so 
successfully followed in the compoi|ition of our 
admirable Liturgy; that is to say, (111 we dili- 
gently search, and accurately understand what 
has been already done for us by those who have 
gone before us. The effect of religion is the 
same in all ages; and whenever the feelings 
which it exites have been once well and poetically 
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expressed by any of its disciples^ that expression, 
becomes a ^^ possession for ever" to the Church, 
— for it will stand for the feeling which it con» 
veys, throughout all changes of language, habits 
of life, and forms of thought : 

** One touch of nature maketh the whole world kin." 

The old Latin Hymns of the Church, as far 
as they have been collected, are many of them 
unrivalled both for sentiment and expression. 
The following is a well-known specimen : fami- 
liar to the general reader from Sir Walter Scott's 
imitation of it in his Lay of the last Minstrel ; 
a hymn which, together with the beautiful song 
of Rebecca in Ivanhoe^ proves that he, whose 
genius touched every thing, and hallowed every 
thing that it touched, would have succeeded 
(where Byron so miserably failed) in transfusing 
into our language the very life and spirit of He- 
brew poetry. 

Dies irae, dies ilia 

Sol vet sseclum in favilla . • . • 
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Quanius tremor est futuinis 
Quando Judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus ! 
Tuba mirum spargens sonum 
Per sepulchra regionum 
Coget omnes ante thronum. 
Mors stupebit et natura 
Cum resurget creatura 
Judicanti responsura. 
Quid sum miser tum dicturus, 
Quem patronum rogaturus 
Cum vix Justus sit securus? 
Rex tremendse majestatis, 
Salva nos, fons pietatis 
Juste judex ultionis 
Donum fac remissionis 
Ante diem rationis : 
Oro supplex et acclinis 
Cor contritum quasi cinis 
Gere curam mei finis ! 
Lachrymosa dies ilia 
Cum resurget ex favilld 
Judicandus homo reus— 
Supplicanti parce Deus. 
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The following is an attempt to give the English 
reader some notion of it, by rendering it, almost 
line for line, and measure for measure: 

DAY of wrath 1 that dreadful day, 
When earth in dust shall pass away ! 
What diead shall strike the sinner dumb, 
When the Almighty Judge shall come, 
Every^ hidden sin to sum ! 
When the wondrous trumpet's tone, 
Ringing through each cavern lone, 
Calls the dead before the Throne — 
When cruel Death himself shall die. 
And, freed from dafk mortality, 
The creature to his judge reply-r 
What shall then that creature say ? 
Who shall be the sinner's stay, 
When the just are in dismay ? 
Lord of all power and majesty. 
Pure fountain of all piety, 
Save us when we cry to Thee ! 
thou whose vengeance waits on sin, 
Cleanse our souls fronj guilt within, 
Ere the day of wrath begin ! 
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With suppliant heart and bended knee, 
Low stooping in the dust to Thee, 
Lord ! save us in extremity ! 

" That day of wrath, tliat dreadful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay — 
Be Thou the trembling sinner's stay, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away ! '* 

But the author has dwelt too long upon a 
subject i^hich has probably more interest to 
himself than to many of his readers ; and haptens 
to conclude his preface by once more commend- 
ing the following trifles to the favourable con- 
sideration of the Public. 

St. Bees, October IGth, 1832. 
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ASCENT OF ELIJAH. 



A SEATOJ^IAN PRIZE POEM. 



It may be neceawy to state, for the informatiMi of the geoenl reader, that 
the following Poem was writtoi for, and had the good fortune to ohtain, 
the annual prise, founded at the UniTersity of Cambridge, hy the late 
Rer. Thomas Sbaton, who |eft the proceeds of an estate (now of the 
Yalue of more than £40 per Annum ) " to be yearly disposed of to that 
Master of Arts whose Poem on the subject given" (alwap a Sacred subject) 
" shall be best approved of" by the judges, the yice-Chancellor for the 
time being, the Master of Clare Hall, and the Greek Professor. The Au« 
thor cannot forbear to a{ld, that the spccmd prize,— ;for a second prize was 
thia year ( 1830 ) proposed,— was awarded to W. M. Pbabd, Esq. M. P. 
for St Jermaius, a gentleman well known not only in the literary but 
also in the political world, and who will the leas grudge his opponent*s 
accidental good fortune, as he has been the victor in so many previous 
Academical contests— contests of much more importance than his slight 
fkifiilish on the present occario^ 
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Incarnate Prophecy, Elijah! hear! 
Of men least mortal,-— visionary seer! 
Now, — ^in a land where guilt her fetters flings 
O'er sin-struck people, and apostate kings, 
Where Law, like Moses' emblematic stone, 
Lies shiver'd round the altar and the throne, — 
Standing erect, the Champion of the Lord, 
And wielding earth, air, ocean, with a word; 
Guiding the course of Israel's mighty doom 
Thrcmgh patha of hoplessness, and days of gloom.« 
Now, — ^m a darker sense, and higher strain,*— 
Bevisiting the bounds of earth again, 
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With haiiy mantley and aaceCic fiffe. 
And word upon thy holy lipa—^" Prepare!" 
ThnSy by thy second ael^ forewarning kingSg 
And heralding the Dayspring'a golden wings. 
In John's prophetic voice we hear thy tone. 
In him thy spirit glows, Aj might is shown.*— 
And now,— vmore glorious still,— con T&bo''> height, 
Array'd in robes of everlasting light, 
And rank'd with him whence dawning Truth began*. 
Holding high converse with the Son of Man.— - 
Where'er thou art, iQ what immcMrtal sphere, 
Jncamate Prophecy, Elijah! hear! 

But vainly now, amd utter'd to the air* 
Ascend to thee the poet's wish and prayer! 
Thine hot^: 09 b9X^ is past^thy task is done-^^ 
Thy glorious dfy qf godless bliss b^;un! 
Thy mantle'i| f(dd shall wrap i^o future seer ; 
No more tby "g^&iw^e f ip^ thy spirit cheer ! 
— ^Yet he, who strivesi Mdth pious zeal, to scan 
Thy wond'rous d^^tiny, iniuUiCfftal n^n! 
Who tracks, in fear and love, thine acted part^ 
A^iiojh ^ M^f to see thee as thou art, 

f MitbSfii. s» 
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l^ay hope, stiblim'd hy such Mg^ fStisiofii to rile 
In extacy of darings toward the skies^ 
And catch Otke gleam of that bright dny/ttant gloVd 
Bound lam trho gitti'd upon ikitie n^Waird road! 

On a wild shorcy'i-^hoB^ «$nimhlitig firagmetitfl seeui 
With yellow stains to taint the rapid stream^ 
That rosheii h^KMely on, to shroiid its head 
In yon deep Late so lohely> daifc, and dead, 
Stand Two, Of mortal mould t^^^^ti either hadd 
The blended scenes of etery blime expaiod! 
Beneath tbdr feet, an arid, barreii soil. 
That scorns the softening rain, the tiller's toil, 
Sends forth, in salt enshrin'd, the shrireU^d blade, 
To pine, in hopeless ^owth, through sun and shade; 
While, in the distance towering high, are seen 
Groves of unbounded depth, and endless glreen! 
There, in brigl^ rows^ the Pilgrim's Willow laves 
Her drooping tendrils in tiie hurrying waves ; 
There, beetling crags of salt-eilcrusted stone 
Curb the check'd current with a glittering zone. 
Yonder, fair Jericho's proud turrets rise, 
Sleeping in bahny WM, and sunny skies. 
And bosom'd in a grove of myrtle-flowers^ 
And vine-dad slopes, and olive-bearing bowets; 
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While the. tall palm his feathery crest uprears 

O'er balsams, weeping medicinal tears. . 

Far to the east lie stretch'd your dusky forms, 

Mountains of Gilead ! to the clouds and storms; 

And to the west, just peering into sight, 

The sun-lit top of CarmeFs grassy hei^t. 

'Twas eve : — long shades across the stream were thrown 

By these two Porms,— thus on the bank alone. 

And who are they? — ^The god-like front, sublime — 
The hair just wither'd with the touch of time — 
The forehead high and dark, that strangely shews 
The blended lines of mightiest joys and woes— 
The eye of fire, with changeful lustre given 
To glean in pride on earth, in awe to heaven— 
The hairy robe, with leathern girdle bound. 
The magic Mantle, sweeping to the ground — 
AH speak the mighty Messenger of God,, 
At once his comttry's glory and its rod^ 
Elijah! — ^While the manly frame and young,. 
For lightest speed, or boldest daring strung— 
The lurking fire, now smother'd into awe. 
That fills that eye, foredoom'd a nation's law— 
The anxious gaze, bent ever on his Lord, *" 

To catch his secret wish, his feeblest word— 
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Tell that the foim, now fix'd as mihiic stoii^, 
Is — ^true Elisha, man of Grod-^thine own! 

Well might he strire with woddering ^je to ti^e 
The hues now flitting o'er his Master's face! 
For, as 'twixt earth and heaven, with both in view, 
His mind, his form, to giant grandeur grew! 
He tum'd to Gilead:-Hscene of boyish days*, . 
Of humble, happy thoughts, and guileless ways; 
Where, in his lowly vale, life's path he trod, 
Loving, as in&nts love, his country's God; 
As yet to men a youth unknown, and fraught 
With no bright Influence but a holy thought. 
He turn'd to Cannelt;^'heaven-aspiring hill, 
Beneath the last bright sunbeam smiling still, 
And the full triumph of his manhood's might 
Sprung, in its truth and splendour, into light I 
He saw once more the strength of Israel there; 
The ranks of armed guards; the royal chair; 
The anxious gazing of a nation's eyes 
On blood-stain'd Baal's fireless sacrifice. 
Then changd the vision;-— friendless and alone 
He stood, God's champion, by yon ruin'd stone; 

• 1 Kings XTii. 1. f 1 Kings XTiii. 
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The victim l>lBCch''>titP holy hour is 
His pray^ asettKb* 'tfae fisteniiig cnmi. is dmnb-^ 
Tbe fire of Hesfcn obeys its Prophet's woid. 
And Israel owns ooDe more Jebovah Lord! 
He tum'd to Ohflrilh*^*-nidiing darkly on 
By shadowy dtii^ deep esve, and nbssy atone, 
Where the faoaiae raven stoop'd its dudiy wing 
Through want and woe his drfly food to bring. 
Andy as his ftoaghts thus ruig'd the wond'rons line 
That bound his bemg up with Will divine^ 
They rose from hour to faooTy tfarongh all the past» 
To this, on earth his bri8^test--and his last; 
When— -how, no vudon told— his moctsl fntne^ 
Spuming {he lowly dost ficom whence it came. 
And triumphing o*er l%tte and Death, should spring 
Beyond earth's confines on the wfairlwmd's wing. 
Yet— (who the moods of hnman thought can tell?) 
Ev'n o'er tlus brightest hour a dbadow fidll 
And sighs were breadi'd» and bitter tears were shed^ 
As to his fidthful follower thus he said: 

*^ Servant, and Friend, fiirewell N^To me Heaven gave 
To pass from earth untnmmidi'd of the grave, 

• 1 King! zrii. a 
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Yet doom'd'iaa still Ay mottal agony 
In partmg Usaa^ my long-lov'd fxiend with thee! 
But here we seporftte!'— On this datk diore 
Thy step must pauser-^ follow nbine to more ! 
By thee sustaia'd through all wij perik past, 
Uiiseen, unaided^ I miatt brsTe my last 
And sure 'tis perilous— *this fateful hour. 
When heaven displays on earth unwonted power ! 
What sounds may mutter, and whail sights nu^ gleam. 
What deaths may ride the whirlwind or the beam, 
When raves the contest between Hewren aad Hell 
For this mortalityo-^hat tongue can tell? 
Methinks already signs and aceents dumb 
Speak, in dark omens, that the hour is eome! 
There is a stillness in the heavy air-^ 
The sun's last radiance has a bloody glare— 
The Jordan heaves more wildly to the shore— 
The dark-brow'd thunder-cloud is frowning o'er-*-* 
BetumI return! Alas, the mortal eytf 
That sees reveal'd Divinity, riiall die! 
Mark yon deep shadows in the fisulii^ Weiit; 
There, heaves in sorrow many an anxious breast, 
And many a friendly eye is stMiin'd to see 
The doom that fedls, tod daring friend^ on tiiisel 

B6 
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Betum! and join that lov*d Prophetic band, 
Bule them with faithful heart, and gentle hand; 
Wake in each soul that spirit doom'd to train 
Long-scatter'd Israel for God*s fold again;-" 
To write his Law in every erring heart^- 
To bid the tear of guilty sorrow start- 
To rouse high hopes, and banish coward fears, 
Call back the glories of departed years. 
And bring once more seraphic splendours down 
To gleam, with guardian rays, round Judah's crown I 
Such task be thine; in pious feith repose 
On Him, whose Seer thou art, thy cares and woes. 
And ipay some portion of that wond'rous power 
Which still has crowned my past prophetic hour, 
'^When dangers threaten, demon foes assail, 
And God's high honour trembles in the scale-^ 
Confirm thy word; assert the Mission given; 
And vindicate the Majesty of Heaven!" 

He ceas'd: in many a smooth and graceful fold 
The magic Mantle, sceptre-like, he roU'd; 
And, with rais'd arm and step advancing, stood 
The godlike monarch of the subject flood. 
But, ere that sceptre, with resistless sway, 
Smooth'd o'er the stream the Seer's untravell'd way, 
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i. 

Forth from his deathlike trance Elisha sprung, 

And to his Master's knees convulsive clung. 

The parting tear, that tremhled in his eye, 

In that last mo];nent's energy was dry; 

The look of love and sorrow changed— and came 

A mingled glance of confidence and shame, 

As, with flush'd brow and palUd cheek, he sought. 

In hurrying tones, to pour his rushmg thought: 

"Master, no more! Thy word I cannot hear; 
I know no doubt, no superstitious fear. 
Safe in the guardian care of Will divine 
The Power that shields thy head, wUl succour mine! 
Go on, I follow thee! In life or death 
Thine is my earliest thought, my latest breath. 
To mark thy last light footstep upon earth — 
To gaze with wonder on thy second birth — 
To see thy mortal frame ascend on high 
Folded in robes of immortality — 
To hear angelic hallelujahs tell 
* Elijah triumphs over Death and Hell!' 
Is the last wish Elisha's bosom knows. 
His shield from fears, his recompence of woes!" 

With solemn brow, and terror-boding eye, 
To the dark Jordan, rushing wildly by, 
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The Prophet turn'd; and, as he smote the stream. 
Scattered like mists before the sunny beam 
The parting waters sever'd— 4eaving there, 
Por hmnan foot, a path as dry and barey 
As that which leads the fainting (^mel on> ^ 
From cliff to vale, o'^ sunnscorch'd Lebanon! 
With look that menaced danger — sighs that tell 
Faint though ike greeting, 'tis a last farewell, 
Wrapp'd in his magic Eobe the Prophet sped, 
With hasty steps, o'er Jordan's rocky bed. 
Yet not alone!-— for, though each wave swelled high^ 
And trembled, as Elisha's foot pass'd by— « 
Though Egypt's mightiest, weltering in the stream, 
Bose on his memory with a withering gleam-^ 
Still, with unshaken zeal, and rapid stride, 
The faithful Servant kept his Master's side;^ 
And ere the spell that bound the wave was o'er, 
His foot stood scatheless on the farther shore ! 
With such a smile as dying saints bestow. 
In their last hour, on him most lov'd below. 
The Prophet cheer'd his son; and gently laid 
The hand of blessing on his trembling head. 

^ Well hast thou stood, my friend ! no servant now ! 
A martyr's crown adorns thy living brow ! 



:(7or Icurt empower, nor fear cff dettth could stay 

Thy &Miy thy lo?e, thy selMerroled vraj. 

Take, then, a Pr0{^et*s benediction; given 

At tii»t last, solenm hour, when gracious Heaven 

Sweeps each dark errov from its servant's eye, 

And opes the page of dim futurky. 

And ask a parting boon; one blesung crave; 

And He, who bids me triumph o'er the grave, 

And wreathes nrf brow with an immortal crown, 

Will grant me power to send that blessing down V* 

With Mended hues of terror and of pride, 
And eagerness of hope^ Elisha cried, 
<*Tnir Mantlb! "—Pallid was his cheek, and fear 
Wrung from his foiling eye a single tear:-* 
"Thy Mantle!— ^Deeply have I prov'd its powwl 
And well does manory now recall the hour, 
When,"Shaphat's rustic son, I humbly trod, 
In manhood's dawn, Abel-meholah's sod*. 
The budding corn seem'd all my being's end; 
The labouring ox was then my dearest friends 
My father's threshold bounded every care, 
And every joy, I sought on earth to shares 

" 1 Kings six. I6w 
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Sudden, thy Mantle, o'er my shoulders thrown^ * 
Wak'd in my ])osom thoughts till then unknown. 
A Power within brake forth beyond controul; 
A ray from Heaven beam'd brightly on my soul. 
Home grew a speck in that full blaze of light 
Which spread all Israel on my glowing sight: 
A light immortal— rainbow-like^ that springs 
From earth to heaven, gUttenng with angel wings! 
Thus cheer'd, I've followed thee from hour to hour, 
And every step has prov'd thy Mantle's power ! 
Prophets and Seers have own'd its mighty sway, 
And headlong Jordan check'd his rapid way; 
While monarchs trembled on their thrones to hear 
The "hairy man*" proclaim their summons near. 
Grant, then, to me this boon: for with it Heaven 
Hath to thy soul a boundless Spirit given — 
And with thy Eobe, (believe it!) shall descend 
Thy glories, might, and wisdom, to thy friend! 
Prophetic schools shall hail Ehsha lord, 
Apostate kings shall tremble at his word, 
And distant lands, and heathen monarchs tell— - 
* Elijah's God is still in Israel* I " 

♦ 2 Kiugs i. 8. 
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'^ Hard is the boon thou seek'st !— *too hard for man 
Or to withhold, or grant! One Being can! 
And who may tell what blessing is designed 
Eor thee, for Israel, in the Almighty mind? 
'Mid the bright sunshine of thy future lot 
There floats l^efore miiie eye one shadowy spot^ 
Which Time will doon dispel; be this the sign 
Thy daring hope to cherish, or resign: 
If to thy mew my bright ascent he gv&en^ 
Rejoice — thine earnest prayer is heanrd in Heaven : 
If clouds and utter night my presence hide. 
By these Hea/oen spedks^^thus is thy suit denied!''^ 

Fast clos'd the shades of eve; — the sun's last ray . 
That linger'd sadly on the verge of day, 
Cast a yrild, spectral light on sulph'rous clouds 
Careering past, like giants in their shourds ! 
Yet not a breath was there to move these forms- 
Silence, dumb herald of advancing storms, 
Reign'd all around, and Expectation sate. 
With anxious eye, watching the birth of Fate! 
Is that the Moon's unwonted glow, that breaks 
Through the dark thunder-cloud, in arrowy streaks, 
Flinging on disftant heights unearthly gleams, 
And darting fiercely down o'er woods and streams? 
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Wider it qpmds o'er an dK cgHtm ^I-' 

The Jightmng- w B t ci^ d doodb Mundcr ^, 

And, ere die heifft ooidd dank, in flDoke and fluid 

Donn die bright 9leep chaodot and honaiim cane! 

At oaoe diat gjoirii^ ctf die Seer aioendi;-' 

At oaoe the cope of hesreii Mmder rends. 

And, giidied widi angelic mSDiont, rise 

Thoee fiery steeds, to sed^ their nalhre ikies. 

iSisha saw! — ^No tonch of hnman fesr 

Dimm'd his bright eye, or stopped his hsfeoniig ear^ 

With rapturous nal he breadi*d his FadiCT^s name^ 

And hail'd widi holj joj that car of flame; 

He mark'd the train of heayenlj lig^t expire 

In a long vista of receding fire; 

He heard the tfenq^ toiies, diat hymn'd on high 

Elijah's welcome to the happy skj! 

But where is then the Promise? whcire the l^gn 

Of delegated power, and grace (£yine? 

The heavenly splendour How fades &st away^ 

Marked in the sky by one bright lingering ray. 

*-Yet is that i^y o'ershadoVdi-^^Sometibing seems 

With disk opaque to blot its ruddy beams ! 

Lower and lower it descends; and sails. 

With flickering motion, borne on evening gales^ 
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itapidly on; and gently seeks the gronnd, 

Before EUsha's feet, with whispering sound! 

What tongue may speak the raptinre of that hour?—' 

It is! it is!-— 4he Bobe of magic power! 

Elisha dash'd his vesture to the ground, 

And with his Master^s Mantle wrapped him round; 

And stood, from that day forth, before the Lord, 

His Power on earths— liis Wisdom— *«nd his Wordf 



ELIJAH 



AND THE 



PRIESTS OF BAAL. 



1 Kings xviii. 



Another month has pass'd 'mid hope deferr'd^ 
And weep and wail from hill and plain are heard ! 
Prayers from the cottage, curses from the throne, 
Mix'd with the funeral dirge, and dying groan, 
Ascend to heaven; but still no voices come, 
Silent its thunder, its responses dumb! 
Suns rise and set, and moons increase and wane. 
Nor yet descends one drop of blessed rain! 
The gentle dews that fell on Hermon's head, 
And spread like mists along the vale, are fled. 
Mute are the streams of Sichem*s rocky brow, 
And iEnon^s springs deny their nectar now. 
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The fig hangg withering on the leafless tree; 
Hush'd is the murmur of the summer bee ^ 
The drooping camel, and the parched well^ 
And silent driver, tales of sorrow telL 
The widow's cruse is dry, her loaf is gone^ 
Yet still survive the widow, and her son ! 
It is a mournful sight ! on Israel's land, 
Bests the dread vengeance of Jehovah's hand; 
And do his people mourn? Ah, no ! the hymn 
From yon dark grove ascends to Baalim! 

Yet see ! thine aching eyes may dimly scan, 
Amid yon arid plain, one lonely man ! 
Clad in a hairy robe of coarsest weedy 
And girt as one for battle or for speed. 
He looks no denizen of land so dread — 
A land whose living scarce can hide its dead — ^ 
But one whose valour never brook'd a lord, 
Who never ptoop'd to famine, or the sword. 
But, from a land remote, hath hither come. 
To gaze — himself unmov'd— on Israel's doom. 

Yetisheall3inmov*d? 'Twere hard to trace 
The deep-wrought feelings of that holy face. 
Grief sits upon that forehead broad and high. 
Yet 'tis not gri^f that sparkles from his eyel 
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There is a fire tliat springs not of the earthy 

That draws from no poetic fount its birth. 

But deeper, brighter,^ holier is its glow. 

Than springs from mortal thought— €roffi joy Or wofe! 

It is Elijah! prophet of the Lord^ 

Fraught with the bearing of his Master^s wbtd. 

For him the heavetfs ai^ shut— ^e people taioum— « 

For him, Grod*s prophet, laugh'd by man to scorn. 

He comes, at Heaven^s behest, to set before 

His race, a blessing and a curse, once more; 

To wake^ by mighty signs, that ancient awe, 

Which Israel felt for Moses and the Law, 

And teach her sons, that He their sires adorM, 

Is still the same, unchanged, linconquerM Lord. 

The crowds ai^ met on Carmel;-^*tis a scene 
Such as again will be not, nor hath been. 
From utmost Dan, to far Beerslieba^s bound. 
Wherever Israel's name and race are found, 
They gather &st; aiid pour their human tide„ 
In swelling waves, on Carmers grassy side. 
There sits the monarch on his ivory throne^ 
With eye of evil fire, and heart of stoiie. 
Around, the ranks of white-stoled prophets stand, 
That lift to heathen Baal apostate band} 
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While those who conaecrate the groves axe seen 
Ja rival pride to cirele round his quee?. 
Silence throi^h all that xoi^hty concourse spread* 
And stiUoess, such 9s fiUs the he^rt with dread* 
As, to the centre of that ring, they scan, 
Slowly advancing still* that single n^an S 
They gase with awe; and as the lines they trace 
Of grief and thought upon the well-knoum face* 
Dim recollection dawns of former dpys^ 
Ere Israel left his God for crooked waya;-^ 
Of meekest Moses* with his rod of might,— 
The guiding cloud l^y day, the fire by night,— ^ 
Of strong-^rm'd Joshui^* conquering in the field,— v 
J^phthah and Samson^ Israel's siyord and shield,-PT 
Qf David's ho^ head* Qod's favourite son*— 
And all the royal pomp of Solomon. 
And wheijL they heard*-^in tones so decip and clear 
The utmost verge pf that vast host Boijght hear,-?? 
That single* coasse-clad* friendless prQphet throw 
A proud defiance on bis niighty f oe^ 
Pare every fiend by magic art or spell. 
To struggle for the knee of Israel*— 
There was a hnah-*ci throbbiog of the hearts 
A breath suppress'dr^ half-unconse;oi2S start'"« 
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A pang of hope ! a self-convicting prayer 

That he, their long-scom'd Godj might triumph there! 

Oh, with what anxious heart and eager eye, 
They watched each spell that BaaPs prophets try ! 
Now, every ear is tum'd to catch the sound 
Of Baal thundering from the yawning ground ; 
Now, every eye is gazing on the pyre, 
To catch the glance of his consuming fire. 
But still no sound is heard — ^no sight is seen; 
The earth is dumh— the element serene; 
And doubt, and grief, and hate, the prophets rouse 
To tenfold energy of prayer and vows — 
Grief, for their shame; and hatred, to have home 
Elijah's mockery, and the people's scorn ! 

Now'smks the sun on Carmel; 'tis the tune, 
Ere rites unholy bow'd the land to crime, 
When prayer, wifh incense-wreath was wont to rise-^— 
The solemn hour of evening sacrifice. 
Then stood Elijah by the grassy mound, 
Once God's own altar, consecrated ground, 
But now a ruin'd mass of scatter'd stone. 
With bones polluted, and wild weeds o'ergrown. 
With reverent hand he rais'd the levell'd shrine, 
Perform' d, with holy care, each rite divine, 
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And stood— the centre of a nation's eyes-^ 
With hand nprais*d, hefore the sacrifice I 
His manly form now rose to giant height, 
His glowing eye now beam*d intenser light; 
Andy as his solemn words fell, one hy one, 
The people stood like monmuents.of stone. 
All was so still, the listener might descry 
The murmuring Jordan — but his fount was dry I 

"Lord God of Hosts, the God of Jacob hear! 
Now let thy mercy, power, and might appear ! 
Let it be known that thou art Israel's Lord, 
And I, thy prophet— all these acts, thy word. 
Teach thy rebellious sons once more to fear 
And love thy name.*— Oh Grod of Israel, hear ! *' 

'Tisdone! 'tis done! the Prophet's prayer is heard ! 
The Lord of Hosts performs his servant's word! 
The fire of Heaven, with whirlwind motion, came, 
And wrapp'd the altar in a living flange. 
There was a moment lost to all around, 
The eye forgot its sight, the ear its sound, 
But when the heart and eye their sense regain, 
Bullock nor altar, wood nor stone remain ! 
The shrine in that uprising flame is gone, 
And by the mound Elijah stands alone ! 
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Of £udi in God, oitnoBjjk d*ci 

The lodu icpiT, die imiiicxlal eedns nod, 

In^adreMfoaab-^ThgLmdheuikee^df^ 

NovgaaeficDi Cnmel! See dot doad caqamd, 
(Us utmost sixe as jet like Inanaa handy) 
lin an liie heBien tt vith iu stonnft snj'd. 
And an die eudi it daAen*d iridi iti ihade. 
How sweet eadi ndn-drap to Aetluntj lamdii ! 
Eadi leaf and bod its widio'd tteast CTpands; 
And man and beast lejoioei diat Heaven oipoe more^ 
Its wiadi afipeas^d, poms down its liquid store. 
J)ews, showers, and sons, xeYisit earth again^ 
Aocl Fd^di and Peace resinQe thor am^eQt itifpk^ 



HVHNS. ^ 



rOR THE SECOND SUNDAY IN 

ADVENT. 

(See the Gospel for the Day J . 



SEMI-CHORUS. 



Son of Man, who cam'stto sav^> 
Erring flesh from guilty grave» 
Mighty signs in heaven and earth 
Told the tidings of thy birth! 
Son of Gody-^once more to eome, 
Our days of good and ill to sum,—:- 
What the signs when Time shall die? 
What the marks of judgment nigh? 

fiXMI-CHORUS. 

The sun shall fade in utter night,-— 
The moon withdraw her wonted light,— 
The stars shall Ml,— the earth sliall quake,- 
The dark unfathom'd ocean shake ! 

c 
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TlxB the fiml tnmxp AstH nag^ 
Tha iVttw^ tli~ Homl King, 
(To himaD migiit and gkxr gras) 
Biding GO die doods c^faarai! 



SaTioQT of the world! to thee, 
Stoopiiig low, we bend die knee! 
Boding signs, and tokens dev 
Tell us that the hour is nev. 
Death steals on with n^^ fM^ce; 
SwifUj flies our day of grace. 
Cleanse the heart, and pui^ the eye,- 
Then is our redemptiQn nig^! 



H¥HM. ^f 



FOR WHITSUNDAY, 



fSee the Epistle J 



SEMI-CHQRUS. ' 

Hark ! a rushing, mighty sound! 

See ! the heavens asunder rend! 
Terror shakes the troubled ground 

As the sacred flames descend. 
Round each holy head they play ; 

Deep in every heart Ihey dwell. 
Destined, from that awful day^ 

Truth in tongues unknown to tell ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Who are they that claim our Mth? 

Who may vaunt such power divine? 
Are these sounds the Spirit's breath, 

Oi babblings of exciting wine? 
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Men of Gralilean birth. 

Never may assert the fame, 

In every tongue of various earth 
The tones of Wisdom to proclaim. 

CHOBUS. 

list the Prophet's awful word: 

"The glorious days are near at hand, 
When thou wilt pour thy Spirit, Lord, 

On every age, and every land." 
Thy hand we see, this wondrous hour ! 

Thy might, and mercy, we adore; 
find oh, thy blessed Spirit pour 

On us, and ours, for evermore ! 



HYMNS; 9S 



FOR TRINITY SUNDAY. 



(See the First Lesson J 



£arth, beneath our footsteps spr^. 
Heaven, that bends above our head. 
Sun, that fills the world with light. 
Moon, that rules the awful night. 
Day, in life and glory dress'd. 
Night, for slumber and for rest. 
Thine they are, — ^from Thee they came ; 
Let them praise thy glorious name! 

Beasts of pasture, beasts of prey. 
Birds, that wing their liquid way. 
Dwellers in the ocean dun. 
Insects sparkling to the sim, 
Forests dark, and meadows bright. 
Flowers that drink the living light, 
Thine they are, — ^from Thee they came ; 
Let them praise thy glorious name! 



.10 Muss. 

Man, thy last and noblest child, 
Tomi'd immortal, undefird, 
Lord of all beneath the sky, 
Heir of immortality: 
When he fell, by Thee restor d, 
Purchas'd by thy Son, our Lord; 
Thine is man, — ^from Thee he came 
Let him praise thy glorioiur name f 
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f OR TllE tWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY 



AFTER TRINITY, 



ae 



BBMI-caORUS. 

Who is he, whom God shieill stay 
Safely through life's narrow way? 
Who, 'mid danger, woe, and sin. 
Foes without, and guilt within, 
i^owers of darkness and of ill^ 
Shall maintain God's h'attle still? 
Who, through life and death, shall be 
More than victor — ^who is he? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

He whose weapons have been given 
From the armoury of Heaven! 
Armour of unpierced mail, 
Never through the fight to fail! 
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He shall quell the dragon's power. 

Seeking whom he maj devour ; 

He shall triumph in the day 

When heaven and earth ahall pass away 7 

CHORUS. 

Stand then, Christian! stand thy ground,. 
With Truth^s unfailing girdle bound; 
Let holiness thy breastplate be; 
Thy sandals, Peace and Charity; 
Unyielding Faith, thy shield;, God's word 
Shall guard thee as a two-edg'd sword : 
Thy helm. Salvation; Prayer thy might*- 
On, mail-clad Christiati^ to the fight I 



HYMNS. 



d3 



FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 



Hail to the Son of Man! who tame 
With man kind brotherhood to claim; 
To feel his want, his care, nis padn, 
And teach by suffering to sustain; 
To tread life's darkest path, and show 
How safe the feeblest ntep may go, 
Propp'd by the staff God's Word hath given, 
And guided by the Light of Heaven! 

Hail to the Son of God Most High; 
Who came for fallen. man to die; 
And pay, Heaven's pityilig grace t5 wiHi 
A boundless price for boundless 0in! 
Star of Jacob! yidd thy ray; 
Sun of Zion, spread thy day; 
Son of Man, thy mercy shew; 
Son of God^ thy help bestow! 
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«THE HOST OF GOD. 



91 




^The Host of Godr rrom whence caake tliej, 

And wfahher are tbej bound? 
Are thej of those who watch bj daj. 

And keep their nightly roond? 
Come thej from reahns celestial, sent 

On God's high message here? 
Guard thej the mighty firmament? 

Guide they the rolling sphere? 

'< The Host of God !'*— How seem'd that show? 

In heavenly pomp arrayed? 
Marched they in bright angelic row. 

With glittering wings display'd? 
Or were they clad in flesh and bone. 

Like children of the earth; 
While but their stately step and tone 

Betrayed their glorious birth? 

«The Host of God!"— How did they greet 
Our faint and wandering Sire? 
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Pass'd they his traiii with flying feet. 

And chariot wheels like fire? 
Or did they cheer his spirit therU 

Amid that desert lone— 
Tell him that granted was his prayer, 

His secret sorrows known? 

"The Host of God !"— How wild the thought, 

That lowly man should meet, 
'Mid the drear realms of wolf and goat. 

The step of holy feet ! 
Whience come they*— whither go— is dark] 

Hieir purpose all unknown; 
Yet shine they as a meteor spark 

Through midnight darkness thrown. 

Still they may wheel their bright career 

By lonely rock or tree. 
Had we the Patriarch's ear to hear, 

His holy eye to see! 
The desert wild, the crowded way 

By heavenly step is trod; 

, • . • • I" , . > 

Through earth and air— by night*— by day*-*- 

Walks stin— " The Host of God ?' 
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JONATHAN'S FAREWELL TO DAVID. 

"And JonathtD wuA to Dtrid, Go in pence, Ibruorach u we kare I 

flwom both of us in the name of the Lord, saying, tlie I..ord be between me 
and thee, and between my seed and ttij seed ht ever." — 1 Sam. kx. 4S. 

Farewell! Farewell! the word has pa8s*dy oh! 

more than brother dear! 
That we m distant woriu and wajs should pass our 

sojourn here. 
Within mj father's sKKxiy frame one passion reigns 

alone — 
That thou, anointed of tiie Lord, maj*st nev^ i&ount 

his throne! 

• 

From this day forth the rock and cave tbjr dwellii!^ 

place must be ; 
Thy harp so sweet, thj voice so dear, shall sound no 

more to me. 
My sword shall rust upon the wall,-— unless the foe foe 

nigh; 
My bow, and slings and hunting-spear^ in useless 

slumber lie. 
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And think not, David! think aot thou alone shalt 

suffer woe; 
My iuesfft is ever with thy heart, where'er thy step 

may go; 
No power can separate us twain, no space our souls 

divide ; 

For wheresoever thy peril is, shall I be hy thy side! 

• 
I know not by what mighty charm my heart is bound to 

Ihine; 
I cannot, would not, rend the cords that round our 

bosoms twine; 
But weR do I recall the hour when first thy form I 

spied— 
The ruddy strippling, braving there the giant in his 

pride! 

I watch'd thee with a brother's eye, and with a bro- 
ther's fear. 

As, step by step, that giant form thy slender frame 
drew near; 

And when he fell, and o'er thy head I saw his falchion 
sbine. 

The joy that rang through all the horst was not a joy 
like mine! 
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Since tlieii, tlnough weal and woe thj ntop has onward 

ever mov'd. 
And thousand hearts have hless'd thy name> — though 

none like me have loy'd; 
Mj father's grief has fled thy song, my father s foes 

thy sword. 
And they who write his mighty deeds, thy mightier 

acts record. 

In all thy perils, 'twas my boast a brother's part to bear. 

In all thy honours to rejoice, in all thy woes to share; 

At both, my father's hate was aim'd,— «it both his dag- 
ger thrown: 

Yet still my sister's love to thee was colder than mine 
own! 

Then farewell, David! Well I know, that thou for me 

shalt reign; 
I have no hope, I have no wish, my -father's throne to 

gain. 
To thee, the anointed of the Lord, my birthright I 

resign. 

And in thy glorious kingdom's bound the second place 
be mine! 
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I see, as with a prophet's eye, thy growing fame ex« 

tend. 
Prom sire to son, from age to age, thy righteous crown 

descend; ~ 
I see — alas! a cloud of doubt across my vision sails^* 
My destiny is dark — my life seems trembling in the 

scales! 

But whatsoe'er my doom may be, or whatsoe'er my race, 
I ask for me» I ask for them, the sunshine of thy 

grace; 
Should they be weak, should they be poor, as fleets 

their narrow span, 
Then, David, call to mind my love— Hhen think on 

Jonathan! 
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A SPRING HYMN TO THE DEITY. 

Oh God! thy mercy blent with might • 
• In every form I view; 
Though power stand ever in thy sight. 
Great is thy kindness too ! 

Thine is the day, with all its charms,* 

The night with all its shade; 
The moon that cheers, the sun that warms, 

By thy right hand were made. 

Thou pour'st upon the smiling earth 

Thy glories from above ; 
The meek-eyed primrose draws its birth 

From thy un£uling love. 

Yea, deserts wild, and lands untrod 

Thou hast with beauty crown'd ; 
Wherever man may roam, Oh God! 

Thy footsteps there are found, 



* " The day is thiDe ; the night also is thine ; thou hast pr^ared the 
light and th« •ttD."->Psalm Ixzir. 16. 
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We see thee in the cloudless sky; 

The groves through thee rejoice; 
Thy breath is in the gales that fly; 

In the lark's song, thy voice. 

Thou, in thy nMJesty profound, 
Couldst veil the world m storms, 

And give us, for these glories round, 
But dark and haggard ibrms : 

But Love and Beauty are combined 
In thee, with Power supreme; 

In beauty thou didst make mankind. 
In love thou didst redeem! 

Then hail, thou God of love! to thee 
Thy praises, Lord, I sing; 

And join my lowly melody 
With the rejoicing Spring. 



4^ MISORLXiANISSa 

EASTER-DAV. 

The mom is up; the Iark> his herald, springft 
On high to greet him, mounting as he sings; 
The waves look brighter; greener are the trees. 
And softer is the breath of eVery breeze) 
The East is glad, in erimson ^obe urray'd^ 
And the West answers with a fainter shade.' 

Sure 'twas a. mom Like this, when from th6 tomb' 
Kose the pure victim of Almighty doom! 
Then CarmePs top Mras bath'd in floods of light. 
And morning glow'd on Hermon's dewy height; 
Then Siloa^s brook gave back each shadinag bow^ 
And Cedron*s current danc*d like Bibble's now. 
Sure 'twas a mom like this— so bright the hill, 
The earth so lovely, and the air so still, 
When — 'hell subdued, and death's strong fetters riven- 
Bose, in his might, the Lord of earth and heaven I 

And with the scene, so brightly pure, how well 
Blends the sweet music of the Sabbath-bell! 
its silver voice o'er grove and valley swings. 
And seems to feel the tidings which it brings^ 
For the heart swells, as on the ear it falls. 
And the step hastens to the sstcred walls. 



1%l6u glorious sun ! still crown this happy daj^ 
With the bright circlet of thy purest ray ! 
What though the Bose of Sharon decks do more 
The pious breasts that lov'd its sweets of yore; 
What though true faith, and holy hope, are gone 
From the high crest of cedar'd Lebanon; 
And thy pure eye but views, on Joi'dan*s stnmd^ 
The blood-stain'd oi^es of a robber band; 
Still in our vales the christian virtues rise, 
The christian hope still blossoms in our skies; 
And still we hail the rising of that morn 
When man for immortality was born. 
Then crown as now, still crown this holy time^ 
And raise our musings to that cloudless climer 
Where the Sun gilds the immortal landscape o'er^ 
That rose this sa^ed hour, and sets no more ^ 
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THE HYMN OP THE LANCASHIRE 
COTTON-SPINNER. 

Oh, God! my God! from mom to night 

I see thy guiding hand! 
Through every hour I feel thy mighty 

I hear thy dread command ! 

How wild, unto the strangers' eye 

Those husy scenes appear! 
What sights uncouth around them lie; 

What jarring sounds they hear! 

Yet I who know each whizzing wheel. 

Each dancing spindle know. 
See skill, where they confusion feel. 

And Art from Discord grow. 

I know their object, use, and end ; 

They act from hour to hour, 
And to a glorious issue tend — 

Impeird by one great Power! 
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And, if with such a skilful eye 

I could my being scan. 
No doubt my spirit would descry 

That such machine ijs Maji I 

Confiision seems his step to guide» 
And discord haunts him stilly 

Yet one Great Being rules his pride^ 
And bends him to his will, 

Then let me learn, from what I see^ 

To credit what I hear, 
And know my Sayiour works for me. 

While I am working her^l 

Teach me to feel vi^j thread of U& 

By hands Divine is spun. 
And still in sorrow, want, and strifet 

To say-^« God's will J9B dow!" 
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FROM SOLOMON'S SONO. 

Chap. ii. ^. 10,-^13» 

jfiv lov'd one calVd n^e forth to rove. 

And thus he tun'd hi$ lay : — 
/' The stonns are ^[Mtft, arise my love. 

My fair one come away I 

f*or gone is short-liv'd wintei^a power« 

The rains are over now; 
The earth is deck'd with many a flower. 

The bird skigs from the ibong^ 

The turtle's voice once more we hear^ 

That tells of love and spriag; 
^e tender vine's young grapes appear^ 

And iai their odours fling. 

The fig-tree spreads a fair alcove, 

fhe fig hangs from the spray 
/^ fresh and greenrrrthen haste^ my love, 

My ftir 09e con^e airay !" 
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PSALM XVIII. T. 7,-15, 

Tremblbd the earth, and quak'd, to yiev 

The terrors of the Lord^ 
The everlasting hills were mov'd 

At his avenging word, 

A smoke before his presence pass'd; 

And from his mouth a flame 
Consuming and resistless,— ear& 

Was kindled as it came. 

*The Lord descended from above, 

And bow*d the heavens high ; 
And underneath his feet he spreafl 

The darkness of the sky« 

On Cherub and on Seraphio^ i 

Pull royally he rode, 
And on the wings of all the winds 

Came flying all abroad. 

^ The two foUowiog 9tai»it we from Sttraboli and HopUopi 
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Darkness he made his secret place ; 

And his pavilion round 
Was circled with the waters dark, 

And with a tempest crowned* 

His presence hrighten'dr^nd afar 
The shadowing clouds retire ; 

The Highest thunder*d out of heaven— • 
Hailstones and coals of fire< 

He sent his arrows forth to quell. 

His thunderbolts to slay; . 
And all the secret springs of earth 

Were open'd to the day. 

Yea, the round world's fousdations. Lord, 

The very depths of hell. 
Were seen, where the resistless breath 

Of thy displeasure fell! 
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Child of old Timel bow*d down widi 9^ 

And irou hand of party rif6; 

Cumbering the groiUMl with mouIdecimS 3t«ie 

Where once thy turreto proudly ahoiM; 

Yet wearing, in this de^ dee^yv 

Some relics of thy ttoUer 6aj t^^ 

How sad the thox^ti thy towei:« redatt 

Of human rise, ofhumim&IU 

Say, where is now the baid cqvH fhm 

The compass of yon uth's spitif 

The hand that could 90 weU design 

Each graceful curve, each wa¥y line? 

Where is the Lord, whme weftUi and pewer 

Bais'd gorgeous roof ««id mamy iawet; 

Whose taste upon tius vefduit SMHtad 

Cinctured by chxyslal fiftMMA ucimd^ 

And bosom'd in ajsaorad giote^ 

Planted the House of Pew$e iod Xaiv»T— - 

All perish'd ! — ^not a lin^ to leH 

That here their last cold reliccl dwieHf 

No gorgeous tomb their names could save — 

Time has his triumphs o'er the gp'ave ! 
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Yet nature smiles as bright as when 
Thy towers first rose amid the glen; 
And sweetly still the stream rolls on, 
Though many an imag'd arch be gone. 
The sheep still graze this velvet ground^ 
The oak and ash still flourish round; 
And still the bridled current roars, 
And through the pass as wildly pours 
As when, checked by his timid hound, 
The Boy of Egremond was drowned* 
Unchanged in voice, young Echo still 
Is heard to shout round Barden hill; 
And daily from yon scar's proud crown 
The untam'd cataract pours down. 
The sunshine casts as sweet a smile 
On ruin'd wall and moss-grown aisle. 
As when its rays more proudly shone 
On glittering vane, and sculptur'd sto^e* 
And wondering eyes still love to gaze 
On thee, thou child of other days, 
And treasure up, for years to be, 
^ kindly memory of thee) 
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LINES WRITTEN IN A BOAT. 



Pull! pull ! my boys, the stream runs fast. 

And favouring is the gale; 
And see, the setting sun has cast 

A shadow o'er the vale^ 
Our course is rough, the way is long, 

The light is sinking fast, 
Pull! pull ! my boys, your oars are strong, 

And favouring is the blast. 

r 

How bounds the boat beneath each stroke 

The labouring arm applies ! 
How, by the dashing oars awoke, 

The air-blown bubble flies ! 
How sweet, as on its wat'ry wings 

The steady pinnace glides. 
To listen to the stream that sings 

And ripples round its sides ! 
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Fast flies on either hand the bank. 

As down tlie stream we bound ; 
How soon yon towering mountain sank 

Beneatk ilia eniKelluig ground! 
See on that hillock's verdant brow 

The sun*s last radiance (juiver; 
We turn this juttiiig poittt ■ aad now**- 

The beam is gone for evfr! 

So floats our Life down Time's rough strcut^ 

Such is its constant tnotraa; 
And bubbles on the land will gififlm 

Like bubUes on tibe ocean. 
Then pull, my boys, the sttcam nmafapit^ 

The Sun's last beam is shining, 
And fix your 0teady a&dior imt^ 

Before the day's declining. 
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THE SCHOOL-BOVS RETURN. 



Oh ! life niarclies onward, and leads ia its train 
Its sunlights of rapture-*its tempests of pain. 
The clouds of long years may disperse in an baur» 
Or our bliss be as brief as the h& of a flover; 
But if ONB joyous moment there be^ that the breast 
Will still love to cherish, as brightest and best, 
Whose memoryi in age, bids the cold bosom burn — 
'Tis the thrice-hallowed hour of iJie School-hay s return! 

How bright is thf eve, when our labours are done ! 
How tedious the night, ere the dawn of the sun ! 
How light rings the chariot, how bounds the gay steed, 
As the heart of the youth roused his mettle and speed ! 
Each eye gazes on us with rapture and joy, 
For each, at the sight, feels once more as a boy; 
And sighs too, perchance, when he thinks of the hours 
When his heart was as light, and as happy, as ours ! 
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"Farewell, gay companions, we meet you once more; 
But till tben our cares, studies, and sorrows are o'er;" 
And the light pang of parting is drown'd in the throng 
Of our sighs for the home we have cherished so long. 
Then time creeps along, in our fancy, like age, 
And space seems to lengthen still, stage after stage; 
And our eyes strain to catch the first spire, tree, or dome, 
That reminds us the land we are viewing — is home f 

Then what joy 'tis to catch the soft smile and the tear 
Of her, who has thought for us, year after, year! 
To meet each old friend, still as warm as before, 
And mount, once again, our lov*d steed at the door ; 
To stray through each room and each field uncontrol'd^ 
And awaken new joys, by recalling the old. 
Oh ! life has one bliss that no angel may spurn, 
'Tis the thrice-hallow'dhour of the School-loi/B return! 
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ON ENTERING MY THIRTIETH 

YEAR. 

Tub hour has struck ! I stand upon 

The key-stone of life's arch; 
And every step I wander on 

Will be a downward march ! 

No more the blood that warms my frame 

In richer tide shall flow, 
Nor visions high of bliss or fame* 

With brighter colours glow^: . 

Mine arm has tried its utmost mighty 

My foot its lightest bound ; 
My muse will soar no higher flight 

Above poetic ground. 

I know the joys the world can boast^ 

I know they cannot last, 
And hope of bliss to <5ome is lost 

In knowledge of the past. 



Do I then mourn for what is gone. 

And we«p o'er life*8 decay? 
No ! Time*8 more s<^id gifts atone 

For all Time takes away. 

Time may remove the JDy be gtve^ 

Its memory still remains; 
As tossing of a sun-bright wave 

May leave us golden grainf ; 

And sweet is memory! Brightening still 

With every step we move. 
Shrouding in mist what then was ill. 

And gilding what we lore. 

And sweet is knowIcdge^HnvMt to kaow 

That what is past was vain^ 
That love, and hope, and joy, and wo« 

Can ne'er deceive again : 

That Duty, though of humble Inrth^ 

In sordid garb array'd, 
Is loveliest of the maids of earth«-«> 

The very last to fode^ 
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Than Wealth more fair, than Fame more bright, 

She tends her lover's side ; 
In joy and grief, by day and night, 

She is a faithful bride. 

Then welcome, Duty ! cheer'd by \hm 

My downward path I roam; 
Pleas*d that wfaeiia'er mine end thall he. 

Thy amile shall greet ma home! 



Dft 
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OCEAN. 

Still thou art lovely, Ocean! — ^whether seen 
In storm or calm*— with smooth or ruffled mein. 
Whether thj mountain billows toss and roar, 
Or thy smooth waves roll gently to the shore. 
Just heave their crests of foam along the strand. 
Then sink in whispers on the furrow'd sand. 

I love to roam thy silent shore, when all 
Earth, air, and sea, await the trumpet-call. 
The war-song of the storm ; and nought is heard 
Save the shrill wailing of the homeward-bird. 
How the dark breast of Ocean swells and heaves. 
Ere eye or ear the coming storm perceives. 
As if the fiends of tempest, ere they shew 
Their wings above, were torturing him below^! 
The lightning, flashing through the lurid cloud. 
That hangs in solemn blackness, like a shroud,, 
Shews the wide waste of waters furrow'd o'er 
With endless billows, rolling to the shore. 
And restless, ceaseless, is the toss and sound 
Of ocean chafing with his curbing bound; 



Like his own huge leviathan, aatrand, 
That gasps and struggles on the waveless sand. 
While, thro' the storm, the sun seems oft to throw 
A fearful glance upon the strife below, 
Then rushes on, as startled from his sphere, 
And bounds and reddens in his fleet career ! 
But most I love to roam thy pebbled side, 
'Mid the soft shadows of the even-tide; 
When the last sun-beam paints the distant hill, 
And wind and wave, and earth and sky are still. 
When one bright star, reflected on thy breast, 
Glitters and sparkles in the crinson west; 
And the sun flings a radiant path of light 
Across thy bosom, heavenly pure and bright, 
A path for Fancy's airy feet— that leads 
To lands of happy hearts, and holy deeds. 
Then, then I love thy silent shore to tread ; 
To watch the gull slow wheeling round my head ; 
To mark the sea-coot dive and dip — or swim 
Pois'd on the gentle billow's topmost bripa; 
And listen to the whispering sound, that wakes 
Along the shore, as each soft billow breaks. 
And, as I gaze across thee, slumbering Main ! 
And strive to reach thy bounds, and strive in vain,,-^ 
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My sonl expands in love and awe to Hiw 
Who taught thy waves to roll, thy tribes to swim; 
Who curbs thy fury with a chain of sand. 
And holds thee "in the hollow, of his hand!'' 



n 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF A 
YOUNG LADY. 



Aptd art thou gone— for Qver gonef 

Is all thy sorrow past? 
Thy lamp, that long so fedbly thone/ 

Has flickered out at last ! 
No more shall earth thy presence know. 

Thou bright and tender flower; 
Doom'd for a spact to bud and blow. 

Then wither in an hour ! 

Ah ! why should forms so fair ai thiim 

Sink thus in swift decay ? 
Why is impressed the stamp diTinv 

On perishable clay? 
Why should a soul so pure and bright 

Just wake that speaking ey«, 
Then vanish — like the meteor's Hght 

Across a winter sky ! 



i 
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I saw thee sink, and fade, and pine. 

In slow unfelt decay, 
And every grace that once was thine 

Fleet, one by one, away; 
Yet still, at times, thy cheek would glow 

like the last hues of evenj 
Type of thy setting here below, 

And of thy dawn in Heaven! 

• 

I gaze with sorrow o'er the page 

Thy dying hand has trac'd; 
A sorrow not by time, or age. 

Or joy to be defac'd. 
These sweetly penciird lines may fade,. 

And lose the charm of art, 
But the pure thoughts these lines conveyed 

Are treasured in my heart ! 

Then fare thee well— tliy course is run— • 

Thy day of life is o'er ! 
Ere it had reach'd its mid-day sun. 

It sunk to rise no more I 
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Yet still a beam of glory sleeps 

Upon thy silent tomb, 
Where drooping Memory stands and weeps 

For thy untimely doom ! 
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LINES WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY 
CHURCH-YARD. 

Still is the hour; the breeze is dumb, 

Aad silent labour's busy hum. 

£ich voice in earth and skj is mute. 

Save breathings of a distant flute, 

That float upon the balmy air 

As light as viewless spirits are. 

The parting sun's last smile is shed 

Upon that solemn yew-tree's head. 

Whose lengthened trunk and boughs are thrown 

In shadow o'er the sculptured stone; 

And checquer o'er the lowly tomb 

Of many a swain, whose living doom 

Was varied like the present scene, 

With darkness and with spots of green ! 

Still is the hour^-but far more still 

The heart beneath each little hill, 

That heaves its modest turf, to tell 

Where man's last mouldering relics dwell. 
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Yet oh! when life's wann rush was there^ 

How c^ each heart awelFd high with care, 

With love, with rapture, with despair ! 

But why through death's widfe precincts roam— 

The tenant of that humble home, 

Whose lowly plac'd memorial-stone 

The moss not yet hath overgrown, 

Hath known each joy, each grief hath tried. 

Till stooping to despair she died. 

Oh she was fair ! Tho summer bee 

Was ne'er so lights so blithe as she;. 

Yet oft upon her witching tongue 

The pensive notes of sorrow hung; 

And still her glance, when rapture mov'd. 

Was solemn as the mood she lov'dy— 

The soft glow of an evening sky. 

The moonlight of a maiden's eye. 

What boots it her sad fate to tell — 

She trusted'-^ondly lov'd — and fell. 

Then followed grief, remorse and shame. 

And all those pangs without a name 

That wring the heart when guilt hath storm'd 

A bosom for an angel's form'd^ 
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She pin'd in anguish day by day, 
And sank in unperceiv'd decay ; 
While droop'd and faded, one by one, 
Her charms, till every charm was gone. 
And here she sleeps ; this simple tomb 
Sole record of her timeless doom. 

Farewell, sad spirit! — Oft at eve 
When souls, as poets tell, may leave 
Their glowing thrones of bliss on high 
To wander where their bodies lie, 
I gaze upon thy humble grave, 
I sigh for one I sought to save, 
And feel that, for thy woes, are given 
A bounteous recompence in heaven I 
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A PROSPECT. 



With labouring step and panting breast 

I climb'd yon mountain's side, 
Whose fountain-deck'd high towering crest 

O'erlooks the region wide ; 
And o'er a scene of liill and vale 

My gladden'd eyes I threw^ 
Such as ne'er grac'd a poet's tale, 

Nor pencil ever drew I 

Far to the east, where Hodder flowiy, 

Wild Bowland's crags are seen. 
Whose waving wood its shadow throw8> 

Yon Verdant knolls between ; 
There once the roebuck bounded free. 

There rung the winded horn, 
Where now but spreads the green- wood tree. 

The hazel and the thorn I 



tB MlSCBLLANiai. 

Northward a glowing scene expands—* 

The silver Lune is there ; 
And Morecambe, with its glittering sands, 

And ancient Lancaster. 
While o'er the scene, of darksome blue 

The Cumbrian mountains rise* 
like giant clouds in shape and hue 

They tower unto the skies. 

The level plain is spread bdow, 

In one unbounded scene; 
Corn fields and meads,- in various row» 

And every varying green : . 
The rich demesne, the chequer'd ground 

Extends to ocean's brim, 
That bounds the mighty prospect round, 

As with a golden rim 1 

Yon speck, so dark amid the plain, 

Is Hoghton's iniin'd Tower; 
Peserted is the wide domain^ 

And silent hall and bower: 
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Yet oft, of yore, wild mirth has plaj'd 

Around the festive boards 
Where knighthood oft the hin was bid 

By James's royal sword ! 

And there the gentle BibUe goea« 

By varied hill and plun; 
Than which no lovelier river flows 

Down to the western main; 
Its banks, as fair as banks of Thames, 

Are deck'd widi castles hoar; 
Ones the dbode of msa whose nnmss 

And xosmory are no more. 

Y«t momnnot, riv«ri otherniMos 

And other halls are tbinQ» 
And lovely are the towers and dames, 

Aroutid thy port Ast 4iiiw. 
Eiir sM the groves, the vaesioU, the va}es» 

Through which thy currents run. 
And sweetly glance thy gliding saite 

Beneath the western sun. 
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Bright is the scene; and over all 

The sun's last beams are shed» 
Upon yon glittering roofs they fall. 

And gild yon mountain's head ; 
A soft light o'er the forest fling, 

Whose deepening shadows rise; 
While, overhead, the sky-larks sing 

Their vespers in the skies.* 



« Tlie " Prospect ** attempted to be tketchcd io the preceding Poem, 
u taken from Parlock Pike, a moun'taiir which fonns the south, weatem anple 
of that lofty range of hills which divides the eouaties of Lancaster and York. 
Owing to its remote distance from any large town or public road, it is a 
scene little known to the Traveller, bat not on that account the less worthy 
of admiration ; for there are few Views in England which can bear a com- 
parison with it, at once for extent, variety, and sublimity. The cfaaia of 
mountains itself, is lofty and picturesque, here swelling into the towering 
summits of Pendle and Ingleborough, and there gradually subsiding into the 
undulating swells of Craven, and the billowy ridges of Longridge and 
Whittle Hills. The Fylde Country, between the mountains and the aea, is 
•one of the richest in the kingdom ; and the Ribble, a beautiful river, was 
once celebrated for the number of ancient fiimilies stationed on its banks, and 
•till for the ruins of their knightly or manorial houses. Hoghton Tower, 
the old residence of the family to which it has given a name, is the baronial 
hall in which tradition reports James I. to have knighted the Sirloin, when 
lie visited that part of the country with great state and nu^ifloence. Ou 
the whole, the Author has no fears that the scene which he has attempted to 
■describe will be found to have derived its brightest hoes from being that 
which he first gazed upon in inlancy.! 
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TWILIGHT. 



O SWEET 'tis to wander 

All lonely at even, 
When twilight's rich mantle 

Still lingers in heaven; 
When all nature is still. 

Save the rush of the river, 
And the leaves of the aspen 

That restlessly quiver. 

Then the scene, like a dream. 

Indistinct in its hrightness, 
Is lovelier than day 

With its glare and its lightness ; 
Like our hopes of to come, 

It looks sweeter and dearer 
Through twilight — and fades 

As the vision grows clearer. 
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Then we think on the hours 

That grave manhood has hanish^d. 
When our young hearts would bound 

With a joy that is vaaifVl; 
When love with the softness 

Of evening came o'er us. 
And hope, like the moonlight, 

Danc*d aweetly betee vs. 

O stay yet, illusion! 

Still aid me to diemh 
'Die dreams that, so fleeting. 

With morning shall perish. 
Alas ! 'tis in vain—- 

The night dawns into morrow* 
And the heart must return 

To its sadBCM and socrowi 
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LINE& ON THE NBW YEAR. 

Hail to thee, latest birth of Time !-^ 
This morrow ushers in thy prime, 
And calls the world to run once mor^ 
It's never-changing circle o'er. 
£y*n like thy predecessors, thou 
Art bom with an o'erclouded brow ; 
And thou, like all thy race^ wilt die 
With clouds and darkness in the sky: 
Tis thus with maU— Us mom, like thilie. 
Is dark, and dark is his decline! 

Oh! could mine eye prophetic tt^e 
The lines upon thy shrouded face, 
And read the scenes'of woe and mirth 
Thou bring*st with thee from heaven to earthy 
How eagerly my soul Would scan 
The doom thy days will bring to man — 
The fate that o'er my head depeuds— 
The joys and sorrows of my friends ! 
How fraught art thou with change to all ! 

With pain and pleasure, rise and fall! 

£ 
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To some thy jocund hours are light; 
Thy face is fidr, thy pinions bright; 
Whilst .o'er the rest thou deign'st to fling 
But the dark shadow of thy wing ! 
— ^But 'tis not given to man to trace 
The distant features of thy face; 
Afar, thou wear'st a mask of smiles* 
Which still the present hour b^^es^ 
And beams upon the cheerless eye 
Like halo in a wintry sky. 

But not of blighted hopes, or pain^ 
Or grief, be my concluding strain! 

■ 

Thou, in thy birth-time, canst imp^ 

» 

A rapture to the pure in heart; 
And, like an infant, smile upon 
A world, as yet to thee unknown. 
Thou giv'st an hour of rest to those 
Whose only luxury is repose ; 
The home-sick sdioolboy loves thy tide. 
That brings him to his parents* side; 
And richer feast, and friendlier cheer 
Still greet the opening of the year. 
Then hail ! thqu latest child of Time ; 
And let thy close be as thy priiQc I 
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BY-QONE DAYS. 

How sweet it is-rwhen evening grej 
Wraps in his mantlets fo^d the day, 
And the red sun sinks slowly down 
Behind yon Island';S shadow hrown, 
And spangles with his purple light 
The houndary between day and night— ^ 
How sweet it is, at, such dim hour 
To yield the heart to feeling*s power. 
And let the solemn fancy stray 
Like yon soft sunbeams, far away ;'-^ 
Far, far away, to times now past, 
And lands where I have roam'd my last. 
And friends that I have lov'd as well 
As heart can feel, or tongue can tell. 
And joys that were as bright and failing 
As bubbles on the oeean sailing! 
The glorious sun ne*er shines so bright 
As trembling on the verge of night, 
And pleasure wears her softest hue 
^hen sinking from the gazer's view 
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0*er the smooth orb of merry's glass 
How quick the lovely shadows ^lass ! 
Each with the beauteous. &ce of y orci^ 
Yet whispering each— <*^^ we come no more !'* 
1— But why, mjT Muse, so sad a strain f 
Yon fading sun will rise again. 
And all the shades, that now suxround 
His sinking orb, in light be drow&'d; 
So be it with thy thoughts ! — ^awake^ 
The phantoms from thy bosom shake; 

• 

Think of thy treasured joys in store. 
And sing of By-gpne Days qo morel 
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LINES WRITTEN IN A YOUNG 
LADY*S ALBUM. 



Dear Margaret! how sweet it is 

To boast a volume stored like this; 

A cup within whose ample brim 

Each friend may pour his kindly whim, 

And leave a record of his lov€> 

By pencil or by pen, to prove 

That, distant thoQgh his home may be. 

His heart still owns some thoughts of thee. 

And sweeter will it be, when age 
Has mellowed o'er this snowy page, 
And thinn'd those curls, — ^for Time will fling 
Across the fairest brow his wing, — 
Sweeter each well-known leaf to turn. 
Wake life's cold ashes from their urn. 
And find, of all the kindness spoken, 
That not one vow has e^er been broken ! 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ▲ 



YOUNG MAN. 



When age descends into the tomb 

Say why should we lament? 
Tis but to close his earthly doom 

Of pining discontent ; 
Each cheering hope, each early friend^ 

Each joy was past and gone, 
And downward to his journey's end 

He wander' d forth alone. 

But when arrives that doom— the last- 
In youth's unthinking hour. 

And sternly falls the withering blast 
On manhood's opening flower^ 

When hopes are crush'd, that pictured nigh 
Long years of promised bliss, 

What bosom but hath heav'd a sigh 
For such a fate as this t 
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Oh who with tearless eye can trace 

The form all cold and low, 
That lately trod life's fickle racei 

In health's most sunny glow ; 
Oh who cart mark unmov'd that eye 

All fix*d and rayless now, 
That cheek so sadly pale, that high 

And death-contracted brow? ' 

Yet why lament! .one doom is his 

Who sinks with life begun. 
And theirs who loam, in fancied blissi 

Till life's last setting sun; 
O er earth's wild waste no pause of rest 

To fleeting man is given. 
Then sure that downward path is best 

That soonest leads to heaven. 



7$ 
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SONG. 



(From an unfinished Drama. / 



AwAKB, my fair! the morning l^eeze 

Blows freshly o'er the sea. 
The blackbird, from the waving treer. 

Pours forth his melody; 
The sun amid the rosy air 

Now flings his cheering ray, 

__ • _ 

The lark is up,-«then wake^ my Fair^ 

To hail the rising day. 

Awake, my Fair ! our merry men 

The bugle blithely sound, 
And echo shouts from hill and glen 

To cheer the qtiesting hound; 
Our steeds impatient paw the air, 

And brook no longer stay, 
Our spurs are bright, — ^then wake, my Fair^ 

To hail the rising day. 
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Awake, my Fair ! thj glances shine 

More bright than early mom, 
Far sweeter sounds that voice of thine. 

Than blast of bngle horn; 
And far from horn and bounding hare, 

And prancing steed TU stay, 
With thee to roam, — ^then wake my Fair, 

To hail the rising day. 
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LINES WRITTEN ON VIEW OF A 
RUINED CASTLE. 

The feast within yon towers so grey 
Is o*er; the revellers are gone; 

And their last heritage — ^their clay- 
Is tombed beneath the nameless stone* 

The banners, decked with many a scroll 

Of knightly deeds in battle done, 
No more in streaming volumes roll, 

Or glitter to the morning sun ; 

But *mid the tower, above whose crest 

They fluttered once, so proudly fair, 
The owl hath built her secret nest. 

And moss and ivy triumph there. 

The draw-bridge, pois'd on clanking chain, 

Descends no more at peep of morn, 
To usher forth the knightly train, 

With prancing steed and echoing horn. 
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The bridge is faU^n, the moat is dry; 

The portal arch ^returns no sound; 
Or echoes but the raven's cry, 

That rings the mouldering turrets round. 

The armour rusts along the wall. 
Once worn by chiefs of giant form ; 

The dark roof falls, and bower and hall 
Lie open to the wasting storm. 

Nameless am I, and landless all, 
Yet have I gaz'd on thee with tears^ 

Whose massy walls and towers recall 
The memory of a thousand years; 

And half I sigh'd to view once more 
"The gorgeous days of old restor'd> 

When at yon high embattled door 
An hundred vassals haiVd their lord* 

When courtly dames, in rich array, 
All gaily to the chase would ride, 

Or with undaunted eye survey 
The field where knights their valour tried< 
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But passed is all the pomp awaj 
That deck*d existence in its prime; 

And hut a faint and feehle r%j 
Gilds the decliniiig age c^ time. 

And ardent faith, and iQve, and mirth, 
Like this lone tower, are rent and nrea; 

While hut their nuns tell, that earth 
Once held these visitants of heaven I 
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SONG. 



(FrGm an unfinished Drama. J 



I LOv*D thee when first I beheld thee, 

All gentle and bright as thou art, 
And would gladly have died to have held thee 

With one dear embrace to my heart; 
When I knew thee too highly descended 

With me thy endearments to share. 
And my hopes and my wishes were ended 

In love, pining love, and despair. 

I loY^d thee when round thee were playing 

In splendour the brave and the gay. 
And nobles each art were essaying 

To bear the rich jewel away; 
And ev*n when their sighing had mov'd thee, 

And smiles seem'd their suit to approve, 
Even then, dear enchantress ! I lov^d thee, 

Yet oh, 'twas a torment to love! 
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I lov*d thee when far from thy dwelling 

The frowns of thy kindred repelFd, 
And the heart I had given thee was swelling- 

With love, pride, and aQger it swelFd ! 
But now, that affection has mov'd thee, 

And heart pledges heart with a vow, 
I forget how sincerely I lov*d th^e, 

In the love that I feel for thee now ! 
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THE PAATINO. 



Farewell! Farewell! the favouring breese 

Expands the swelling sail, 
My bark is rocking on the seas, 

And stoops her to the gale; 
This hour, this fated hour, we part, . 

One kiss, and then we seyer. 
And space shall banish heart from heart 

For years — perhaps for ever * 

How we have lov'd, I need not tell ; 

*Twould but awake thy woes, 
And call back scenes of bliss that well 

Thy faithful bosom knows ; 
How thou hast frown' d — ^but that is past — 

Thy love, thy sorrow now^ 
Say 'twas but crossing Love, that cast 

Hia shadow on thy brow! 
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See how the Autumn leaves are strewn 

By every passing gale, 
Like me upon the waters thrown, 

Tor foreign lands to sail; 
Their summer hues so faii:, so light 

Are chang*d to sallow grey. 
And all my visions once as hright. 

Are passed, like them away ! 

Yet weep not thus !— -returning Spring 

Will robe the woods again. 
And Time's revolving wheel may bring 

Its pleasure with its pain; 
And what thou^ years may roll away 

Ere one auspicious morrow, 
Its rapturous bliss will far overpay 

An age of lingering sorrow I 
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SONG, 



I I.OVE not a maid — though her eye t>e as bluef 

As the fathomless ocean of air, 
Though her heart be my own, and as faithfully tru«f 

As e'er throbbed in a bosom so fair ; 
If she smile upon all, if to none she be coW,-*^ 

Though her breast may not harbour a sin ; 
Why guard I the casket, when all can behold 

The beams of the jewel within? 

The heart that I long for, when link'd with my own. 

Disdaining to change or to roam, 
While the bodings of fortune may flatter or frown 

Must seek in my bosom its home. 
As the moon turns her face to the god of the day 

When she gilds yon far turret and tree, 
So the maid that I love may fling glances away. 

But her smiles must be cherished for me. 
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LINES TO A FRIEND, 

ON HIS BIRTH DAT. 

This mom — when first thine infant eje,. 
Illumined from the fount on high, 
Imbib'd, with trembling orb, the raj ' 
That beajn'd upon thy natal day-^ 
Whatever to others it may be, 
Is still a mom of joy to thee. 
Thou, a weak floweret, hadst thy birth 
With the first primrose of the earth. 
And daily, as advancing Spring 
Flings zephyrs of a softer wing, 
And brighter beam, and milder shower. 
Upon the head of that sweet flower; 
So, round thy head, as years roll on, 
The beams of joy have brighter shone; 
And time has taught thee but to measure 
His moments by an added pleasure. . 
Yea ; spite of schoolboy cares and woes, 
And all the griefs that childhood knows, 
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The pangs of absence, and the troubles 
That wayward fancy makes, or doubles- 
Slight ills, that o*er thy pathway run. 
Like clouds across the summer sun — 
The bud of bliss, that more and more 
Has swell'd with all its treasured store, 
Now spreads abroad its nectar*d bosom, 
And opens to the day its blossom. 
Now comes the time, when manhood s bloom • 

» 

Sheds round our life its rich perfume ; 
When hopes, unknown to care, are brightest ; 
When hearts, without a pang, are lightest; 
When the long track before us seems 
A pathway through a land of dreams, 
A faery land, where pleasures range 
Each beyond each, in endless change; 
And this world and its joys seem given 
To be a substitute for Heaven! 

At such an hour, then, hear the prayer 
Of one, whose every hope and care 
Has still some thought of thee; whose breasl 
No longer worldly dreams infest, 
But, — wild ambition closely pent,— ^ 
Is settled into deep content :— -» 
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Long may'st thou drink the blessings^ Heaveil 
Already to thy cup has given! 
May all the joys that brightly shine 
la prospect and in hope, be thine! 
And may*8t thou add to all, tkiit joy^ 
That only bliss without alloy— ^ 
The conscious thought, that all the goo^ 
Which pours upon thee like a flood, 
Is tasted with a grateful mind, 
And to its proper use assign*d« 
Thus shalt thou live in that repose, 
And bliss, which only virtue knows ; 
And die — ^not as the worldlings die. 
Nor wake a sorrow- or a sigh- 
But many an eye, ( though mine be dim,) 
Shall pour its bitter tear for him, 
Whose daily task it was, and pride. 
To succour, and relieve, and guide. 
Thus shall each natal day, like this, 
To thee, to all around, bring bliss; 
And thus, when comes — as come it must— * 
The summons to thy native dust, 
Then shalt thou to ^e grave be given 
Mid tears on earth, and joy in Heaven ! 
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THE FAREWELL. 

Here have I loitered many an hour. 
Beneath that oak, beside yon streaoii 

And oft, within this fhtgrant bower, 
IVe sheltered from the noontide beam ; 

And listened to the smnmer song 

Of insects, as they sweep along. 

And here came one, with notes more wild 
Than smnmer's train have ever sung; 

And when, as oft would hap, she smil'd. 
Her eye was sweeter than her tongue: 

Then shady oak, and stream, and bower. 

Would vanish in that happy hour. 

And now these long*lov'd joys are past— 
I leave this tranquil scene for ever, 

And I have stood and gaz'd my last 
On the brown oak and glassy river;— 

fly with me, dear maid, for thou 

Canst teach me to forget them now! 
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Yet, teach me to forget the place 
Where still with raptur*d foot I Btrav'd, 

For all its charms and all its grace 
'Were borrowed from thy form, sweet maid ! 

Where'er ih(m art/ the stream will flow, 
The bower will 'bloom, the smnmer glow^ 
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SONG. 



(Prom an unfinished Drama J 



Thbre is a bliss for every hearty 

A balm for every care, 
A charm that so^es our sorrows* smart, 

And trimnphs o'er despair. 
'Tis not the wreath a bard may claim, 

'Tis not the power to rove, 
TLs not the trmnp qf flying fame ;-— 

Tis woman*s plighted love ! 

The miser's hoard of glittering ore 

May feast his gloating eye; 
The sa^e on nature's book may pore. 

And read the lettered sky: 
At every shrine the saint may kneel, 

May muse in every grove; 
But still the heart will sigh to feel 

Fond woman's plighted love. 
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Fell bondage in his galling chain 

Th« warrior's arm may bind, 
The iron grasp of ceaselestf pain 

May wring the firmest mind; 
Pire want may spread a cloud in air 

No sunshine can remove ; 
But still one solace all may share— 

'Tis woman's plighted love. 

Oh ! what is age, but cloud iod glooBSp 

Unsoothed by woman's oai«; 
A passage to the final tombi» 

Through comfortless despaic 
And what is youth ^t madnesa all. 

To riot and to rove, . 
If checked not by the gentle thrali 

Qf Tjroman's plighted love! 
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THE EXILE. 



Where eastern Ganges o'er the boundless plain 
Bolls bis dark tide of waters to tbe main, 
And tbrougb vast realms^ witb doubtful bounty, bears 
Rich fruits, refreshing streams, and sickening airs, 
There stood A Youth, aloqei— his deep blue eye, 
{ Blue as the midnight of that eastern sky, ) 
His manly front, his forehead high and pale. 
His auburn locks, that flutter'd in the gale 
As swelled the breeze from yon deep grove of limes**- 
Spoke a far wanderer from our northern climes. 
He sung!-^the pensive song was faint and low, 
And fell upon the e«u: like notes of woe 
By dreamers heard; or, like the gentle strain, 
By memory's magic power revived again, 
Heard in our youth, when love and life throbbed high. 
And gave new music to the melody >«- 

F 
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SONG. 

Farewell the shores I long have lov'd. 
The land where I have roam'd so long^ 

Where first my boyish heart was mov*dy 
That gave me birth^ and taught me song : 

To movmtain heath, and stream, and dell. 

And loveliest home, a long farewell! 

And farewell every tender tie 
That binds to life the wayward heart; 

The soothing tongue, the gentle ^e, 
The open brow, the winning art, 

That drive the clouds of sorrow by. 

And swell delight to ezt^y, 

My lov'd companions— some will shed 
A tear for my unpitying doom, 

And some forget me, with the dead 
Of ages in the silent tomb : 

The tomb would be a happier lot — 

I should not know myself forgot ! 
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Where'er I roam, whate'er I see, 

Though fair and splendid be the scene, 
Its splendour has no charms for me. 

Unless it tells of what hath been; 
And then it wrings rhj bosom* s core, 
To think that it shall be no more! 

This vast interminable plain 

My labouring eye with sorrow fills, 
These waving seas of yellow grain 

Delight not like my native hills, 
With darkly-frowning forests bound, 
And with the heath's^ sweet blossom crown'd. 

Oh ! death is but a dreamless sleep, — 

Or gladly would I couch my head, 
Where I shall cease to watch and weep, 

In slumber with the unhallowed dead; 
Tor when asleep, in visions bland, 
I see once more my native land ! 
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AUTUMN. 

The last of Summer's suns is set-w 
Keceeding Autumn lingers yet 

Upon yon distant hill, 
Yet sadder is her pensive cl^eer, 
And tear-drops, as for parting near. 

Impel the rushing riUt 

The pasi^ing breezes waft her sighs, 
And still her robe, of rainbow hie^, 

With reckless fury tear; 
All rent beneath the grove it lies. 
That heaves in sorrow to the skieei 

Its branches grim and bare. 

The Kibble, that went dancing by 
To the light music of the sky. 

Beneath the summer ray, 
With darker wave, and hoarser roar, 
And heavier swell against the shore 

pursues his lonely way. 
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Vet beauty still on earth is found-^ 
And Winter shows his forehead, bound 

With gems as bright as June,— 
The ruby glow oJP day's decline, 
And sparkling starSj that nightly shintf 

Around the modest moon^ 

*Thus fares it still in our decay' — 
Presh youth atid manhood fleet away 

Into the vale of death; 
And fast-approaching Winter's snow 
A funeral garland for each brow 

Will weave, In chilling wreath: 

Yet Hope, like glittering stars that glo# 
Around the pole, will cheer the woe 

To man in mercy given, 
And sometimes — ^like the rising Spring 
O'er Winter's? gfoom— on age will fling 

The dawning blush of Heaven. 
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TO THE MOON. 



Oh thou whose glowing grace is sung 

By bards of every clime and tongue; 

Whether through lands of love and light 

Thou roll'st, where o*er thy realm of night 

The potent sun usurps the sway. 

And blends with thine his living ray; 

Where no dark vapour veils from view 

Thy midnight path of stainless blue^ 

And gazing Sages leave the shrine 

Of truth) to bend with awe at thine. 

Or whether, where the billows roll 

In circling cadence round the pole. 

Thou spread'st thy splendid light to cheer 

The horrors of the Arctic year; 

Where'er thou shin*st, o^er hill or plain^ 

On dusky land, or sparkling rnain^ 

Through shrouding mist or scudding storm—' 

Still lovely is thy face and form I 
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Ofty when the flying rack of heaven 
Across thy glowing face is driven, 
And stormy winds are whistling round. 
Thou seem'st from cloud to cloud to bound, 
And through the heaven*s wide waste to fly, 
As startled by the hunter's cry. 
Like that White Hind which, l^nds tell. 
Is hunted by the Dogs of Hell. 
And oft, when storms and breezes sleep, 
Thou fling*st thy lustre o'er the deep, 
So still, so soft, so purely bright. 
That I have^z'd upon thy light, 
And wish'd to flee away, and be 

A spirit, or a beam, like thee ! 
But loveliest to my soul thou seemest. 

When with unsullied ray thou gleamest, 

And eyes, as bright aathou are gazing, 

That glitter in their soft up-raising! 

There have I glanc'd from earth to sky. 

From her below) to thee on high, 

And deem'd thine orb but sparkling there 

To light the footsteps of my fair, 

And emulaterwith feebler grace. 

The brightness of her angel face ! 
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THE POWER OP FANCY. 



It was the placid hour of noon. 

The day was bright, the month was June, 

When forth the wayward Poet roved 

To feast upon the scenes he lov*d. 

He stood upon a verdant mound, 

With bright tufts of the primrose crowned. 

And listen*d to the notes that Spring 

Awakes in birds of every wing; 

While round him glow'd the sunny beam^ 

And murmur'd at his feet a stream. 

His bounding bosom own'd the power 

And magic of that joyous hour; 

The sun that glistened in the sky 

Glow'd in his heart, and fir'd his eye! 

The music of the brook's sweet tone 

Awoke within his soul his own; 

And thus he pour'd his harp's glad sound 

In chorus with the woods around: 
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** 0, why shoidd care or sorrow fling 

O'er any heart a shade? 
Surely the STinny hours of Spring 

Were hut for pleasure made ! 
O, youth and health were surely given 

To wake hut joy and mirth. 
Bright fragments of the hliss of heaven 

Still glittering on the earth! 

My days have all been days of joy, 

Mine hours are hours of mirth; 
Then why not every note employ 

To give that pleasure hirth? 
The happy lark's rebounding tones 

His spirit's bliss proclaim ; 
Such is the bliss my spirit owns— 

Then be my song the same! 

I've heard of falsehood, rending hearts 

For life or death alUed ; 
I've heard of haggard wani, that parts 

The bridegroom from his bride. 
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Grim want I know.not^ and my choice 

Is ^rue as she is fair. 
Then gladly will I join my voice 

With grove, and earth» and air.*' 

Gone is the gladsome month of June» 
The music of the lark*s sweet tune ; 
And o*er the grave of perished Spring 
The dark November spreads his wing. 
The stream is hoarse, the bank is bare. 
But still the Poet wanders there. 
The sweetness of the harp's wild tone. 
The brightness of his eye is gone; 
And the breeze whistles through the strings. 
As thus the mournful Minstrel sings : 

" Where are the hopes my boyhood nurs'd? 

The visions that my fancy cherished? 
The bubbles of my youth have burst, 

The dreams that long I lov'd, have perish'd ! 

Spring with her sunny hours, is gone; 
Stern Winter's chain the year shall bind; 



I 

I 



MISCBLLANIBS* 107 

Thus wi}I my youthful hours roll on, 
And leave but age's frost behind* 

The flowQTs that bloom'd so fresh and fair. 

Are 8catter'4 to the mountain breeze; 
The lark has left the scentless air. 

And leafleas are the groaning trees: 

And thus it is in man's decay— 

The honours of his youth will fall. 
Friendship and Love, fade fast away. 

Till Death shall triumph over all! " 

" Hear l" cried a voice that shook the Poet's heai-t, 
And bade the crimson to his brow to start : 
"Hear the grave words of Wisdom's steadier lore, 
And trust the visions of thy heart no more. 
Child of the passing hour, whose fancied doom 
A ray can brighten, and a cloud can gloom, 
Build not thy bUss on shadows— trust not thou 
Thy best of treasures to an helmless prow. 
Gaze, if thou wilt, through fancy's magic glass. 
On the world*s joys and pleasures, as they pass. 
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And drink of the sweet fountain— deeply drink. 
But keep thy foot from sliding from the hrink! 
Store hut thine happiness within thy hreast^ 
And nought of earth can scare thee^ or molest ^ 
The leaf may flourtshy or the leaf may fall, 
And the fix'd heart will gather joy in all. 
And as the needle feels each impulse given. 
Yet still oheys its ruling star in heaven, 
So will thy soul each passing pleasure win. 
And turn, with added zest, to peace withiiC 
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TO 



"Though Beauty's hand," you cry, "may paint 

The cheeks of Allan's daughter, 
These hues are transient all, and £unt. 

Like moon-beams on the water. 
The fulness of her graceful limb 

Will shrink, as time comes o'er her, 
Her voice will fail, her eye grow dim,— 

Then why, my friend, adore her? " 

'Tis true that Beauty's but a flower 

Of sweet and lovely blossom. 
That pluck'd and worn for one brief hour. 

Will wither on the bosom; 
Yet who would fling life's joys away 

Because its sands may quiver. 
Or frown on woman's charms, and say 

They cannot bloom for ever? 
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How fleeting is the smile that plays 

Around the sun decliDing, 
And fleeting are his first pure i»y. 

Through ether 8o£tly shining; 
Yet who, because he fades so soon« 

Will mark him set with sorrow; 
Or who will think on sultry noon. 

That jiees him rise to-morrow? 
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RETIREMENT. 



'Tis sweet from all the world remote, 

Our tranquil hours to spend. 
And gently down life's current float, 

With but one loving friend; 
One friend to sooth our common lot 

Of care that loves to fling, 
O'er sunshine of the sweetest spot. 

The shadow of his wing. 

What though unto mine ear be mute 

The strains in cities sung, 
The warblings of the gentle lute. 

Or woman's gentler tongue: 
The lark*s wild notq upon the breeze 

Far sweeter sounds to me, . 
The west wind through the summer trees 

Makes blither melody. 
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What though no more in courtly dance 

Through lighted halls I stray. 
Where rubies glow, and diamonds glance 

0*er eyes more bright than they ; 
While forms as fair my steps surround. 

Through lordlier hall I rove, 
Where fairy moonbeams glance around. 

And diamond stars above! 

Oh! sweet it is to wander forth 

Beneath the light of even, 
When there is not a sound on earth, 

And not a cloud in heaven ; 
When one faint glow of lovely red 

Just streaks the west afar. 
And, twinkling softly over head, 

Shines out the evening star. 

Then thoughts as gentle as the scene 

The raptur'd bosom swell, 
And nothing earthly comes between 

To break the holy spell. 



UlSCSLLANI^S. liS 



Oh, what is human pomp and power, 
'Mid halls and cities rude, 

Compared with such a sacred hour 
Of pensive solitude ? 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO AN ABSENT 



FRIEND. 



My Friend! long past is that sweet hour, 
When side by side through yonder bower 
We wandered forth, with hearts as free. 
As light, as leaves upon the tree. 
Beneath the ehn-tree's umbrage dun 
To shelter from the noon-day sun ; 
Or with enraptured eye, survey 
The last rays of the setting day. 
Then well my bosom could divine 
The hopes, the fears, the cares of thine; 
Each altered look, each varying tone. 
To me as to thyself was known. 
Whether soft melancholy threw 
O'er thy pale cheek her pensive hue. 
Or philosophic calm had spread 
Its steady sunshine round thy head, 



MISCBLLANIE& 1 15 

Or Poesy, with magic spell. 
Had taught thy bosom's pride to swell, 
And with unearthly lustre shone 
In thy blue eye — to me 'twas known. 
J^Tow^ thou hast roam'd on other hills, 
Thy soul hath drunk at other rills; 
And feelings o'er thy cheek may play 
That slumber'd in that early day, 
And cares, then all unknown, may plow 
Their furrows on thy manly brow. 
Time, too, with me has play'd his part,— 
Has tam'd my fire, has wrung my heart. 
And manhood, with its sober ray. 
Has chas'd life's morning dreams away. 
And should we meet, my Friend, once more, 
Ere time's fast fleeting span be o'er, 
Each, as he views the other's face. 
Unwonted lines of thought will trace. 
And stranger hues will sadly blend 
With the known features of the friend. 
Yet still, though chang'd the present scene. 
Our hearts will glow o'er what hath been. 
And, as we tell our boyhood o'er, 
Will feel, as they haioe felt, once more ! 
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Still, as the cloudy present flies. 
The past in glowing hues will rise. 
And memory will awhile supply 
The fire of youth to manhood's eye—" 
The heart unknowing care or fear— 
The faith, still ardent and sincere, 
That brightly gild life's dawning hour< 
Then vanish-^like a summer flower! 



MISGELtANIBSft ^7 



HOGHTON TOWER. 



Mark yon grey Tower, that faintly gleams 
Beneath the sun's returing beams ; 
How, like an eagle's nest on high, 
It swells into the 9ilent sky, 
And looks in stately grandeur down 
Dn hill and valley, tower and town. 
For ages past, yon tower hath stood, 
Like guardian of the land and flood, 

As now in age it stands: 
And knights and squires around its wall 
Have started to the trumpet-call. 

And marshall'd forth their bands^ 
Whene'er the tell rung forth its peal, 

A thousand hearts would bound; 
And belted chiefi}, with spur on heel^ 

Obey'd the warning sound. 
But what may Time's stern power defy?^^ 
The nibble, as it glided by, 
iGrave back yon Castle to the sl^y 

yfhssa first its turrets rose; 
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And still by echoing wood and scary 
Winding its maze irregular. 

All. tranquilly it flows, 
Yet nought for ages there hath shone. 
But towers dfefac*d, anid scattered stone. 
No more the draw-bridge, heav'd in air. 
Maintains the pass with jealous care ; 
The ponderous gates, with spike and bar, 
Bevolve no more in Cnillen jar; 
Beneath its towers the ox is lowing. 
Around its courts wild grass is growing. 
The storied panes, where proudly shone 
Brave knights and barons bold, are gone, 

The hall is waste and bare; 
And turn not to the tower thine eye, 
Where banners wont to wave on high, — 

No banner glances there ! 
How chang'd from that auspicious mom, 
When echoing trump and bugle horn. 
And shouts upon the breezes borne, 

And thrilUng pipe and drum. 
Proclaimed in accents loud and shrill, 
From crag to crag, andiiill to hill, 
King James ! king James is cotae ! 
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O for a glance of that bright Muse, 
Whose tameless spirit could infuse 

Into my Master's lay 
The soul of elder scenes and times— 
Then might I, in bewitching rhymes. 

Depict the fair array. 
Then might I tell, in notes of fire, 
How all the best of Lancashire, 
The Ashetons, gay in rich attire, 
The Parkers, Starkies son and sire, 

To meet their monarch came; 
And how, as up the steep they drew, 
The monarch hail'd his subjects true, 
Still doff 'd his kingly bopnet blue, 

And greeted knight and dame. 
Then shew what mirth the moments sped,— 
By whose true hand the quarry bled; 
Whose hawk upon the wing was strongest ; 
Whose gaze-hound kept the traces longest; ^ 

And whose good h^p it was to gain 
A place beside the monarch's rein. 
Silent the chase and sportsman's hollo, 
The joys of bower and hall should follow; 
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The mazy dance, the minstrel song. 
The jovial laughter, loud and long, 
With all the boisterous glee and sport 
That best befit a 'Royal Court. 

How ckang'd, since these far times, the scene ! 

The open brow, the careless mien, 

The heart to feel that sinless pleasures 

Are sweeter far than hoarded treasures, 

Are gone, — and life, which then was gladness. 

Wears now the anxious hues of sadness. 

Discretion's solemn robe and sage, 

Due mantle for the limbs of age. 

Is flung upon the fetter'd boy, 

Who feels to live is to enjoy; 

And cares, that should on manhood lie, 

Disturb the infant's sleeping eye. 

» — But why this sad, concluding strain?-* 

Come back, ye waking dreams, again. 

With harper's lay, and hunter's cry. 

And all the pomp of Chivalry! 
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THE HERMITAGE. 



Benbatu that oak, whose boughs are hare» 
And broken with the weight of age. 

Where now the hill«fox digs his lair, 
Once stood a lowlj Hermitage. 

Long has the hermit left his cell; 

His cruise, his book, his cot, are gone; 
And nought remains his doom to tell. 

But this fast-crumUing, mossy stone, 

Yet many a year, in holy lore, 
He spent beside that withering tree; 

And now, that all his years are o'er, 
He sleeps beneath its canopy. 

Bemote from strife, and care, and pride. 

How sweetly would his hours ran on! 

The madding world's tempestuous tide 

Ne'er swell'd aboTe his threshold stone. 

G 
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When tempests rag'd along the sky, 
They could not shake his lowly cot. 

When nations jarr'd, and strife swell'd high. 
They could not harm his humble lot. 

He never wept o'er faith beguil'd^ 
Or friend untimely snatchM above» 

Ne'er sorrowed o'er a dying child. 
Or sigh*d for unrequited love^ 

To pensive meditation given. 
His years in holy calmness sped. 

And round him glow'd the mom of heaven. 
Before the night of earth had fled. 

Such was his life. — Yet oft, perchance, 
Would other thoughts and feelings come. 

And memory's piercing eye would glance 
Back to the scenes of early home. 

And oft a secret wish would rise 

For some fond heart to sooth his own. 

With h^Ttn to supplicate the skiesr 
And weep above his funeral stone. 
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But let us scan his thoughts no more,- 
He liv'd beside that withering tree; 

And nowy that all his years are o'er, 
He sleeps beneath its canopy. 
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THE HUNT£R*S SONG. 

A BALLAD. 

Z' Supposed to have been written about the beginning 
of the eighteenth Century. J 

With staff in hand, the Hunter stood 

On Badholme's dewy lawn ; 
And still he watched, in anxious mood. 

The first faint streaks of dfmrn. 
Faintly on Pendle's height thej play'd, 

The thrush hegan to sing, 
The doe forsook the hazel shade^ 

The heron left his spring. 

He turn d him east — ^the Bibhle there 

In waves of silver roll'd, 
While every cloud that sail*d in air 

Just wore a tinge of gokL 
There Waddow's meads, so bright and green. 

Had caught the early ray, 
And there, through shadow dimly seen, 

Bose Clid'row's Castle grey. 
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He tum'd him west-^and, hill o*er hill, 

Fair Bowland Knotta were seen, 
Emerging from the mitU that fill 

The winding vales between. 
The thorns, that crown'd each verdant crest, 

Looked greener to the eye, 
While vistas, opening to the west, 

Displayed a crimson sky. 

But most he turned where, *neath his feet, 

..0 

The Hodder murmnr'd iiy, 
And yon low cot, so trim and neat, 

Still fix'd the Hunter's eye. 
He gaz*d, as lovers wont to gaze, 

Then gaily thus he sang;*-^ 
From Browsholme-Heights to Batter-Heys 

The mountain echoes rang. 

** Ffidr is my love, as mountain snow, 
^ All other snows excelling. 
And gentle as the timid roe 

That bounds around her dwelling; 
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With other maidft I oft have rOY*d, 

And maids of high degree, 
But none like her have look'd and lov'd- 

My Anna still for me! 

When at her door she sits, to sing 

Some simple strain of miiw. 
The lark will poise him on the wing 

To catch the notes divine ; 
And when she speeds her love to meet^ 

Across the broomy lee, 
The dew that sparkles round her feet 

Is not so bright as she. 

Around the Fairy-Oak' I've seen 

The gentle fairies dancing, 
And, mounted light, in robes of green^ 

O'er Radholme gaily prancing; 
On moonlight eve I've seen them play 

Around their chrystal Well,* 
But lovelier far than elf or fay 

Is Anna of the dell! 



^ Now corruptly called Fairoak. * The White WtH. 
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And still, though poor and lowly born^ 

To me she's kind and true. 
She flies the Bowman's^ tassePd horn, 

She shuns the bold Buccleugh.^ 
Old Rose^ may rule by word and sign, 

By magic art and spell, 
But what are all her charms to thine. 

Sweet Anna of the dell?" 



Parker of Browgbolme. ' Chief Forester. 

^ A Do^ witcb of the time» 
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TO M. 



I SAW thee fair^ I knew thee wise^ 
And felt within my bosom rise 

A holy thrill of awe; 
For thing so pure in realms above 
The soul would hail witb kindred love^ 

But starts to meet below. 

The grace that decks thy glowing cheeks. 
Is like the moon's soft light, that streaks 

Yon cloud fast floating o*er; 
'Tis pure and lovely to the eye, 
But Oh! 'tis cold; and far too high 

For Hope itself to soar I 
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SONNET 

Written in " Walton's Lives," and presented to a 
Friend on his Marriage. 

Friend! In this hour of primal happiness^ 

When earth has shed on thee her fullest hom» 
And all that's rich to cherish and to hless 

Blends with the sunshine of thj marriage morn,-^ 
In this thine hour of rapture, do not scorn 

The gentler greeting of a friendly pen. 
That points thee to the glories that adorn 

The saintly memory dT these holy men. 
Their years were pure and many-^such be thine ! 

Their's were with clouds o'ershadow'd — ^thine ba 
bright! 
Thy cup of joy the marriage-wreaths entwine^ 

Thy darkest day is gilded with love's light 
They walked in sorrow on— to thee 'tis given 
Through earth's best ways to tread the path to heaven! 



G5 



I 
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STANZAS WRITTEN TO MUSIC 



Tis sadly sweet, in day's decline, 

To mark the waning sun, 
And catch his last soft beams that shine 

When noonday hours are done : 
And though more bright and glorious be 

His morning's early ray, 
Yet dearer is his smile to me 

When evening dies away. 

And so it is, as life declines,— 

Each holier duty throws 
A glory round our path, that shines 

More sweetly to the close ! 
And though the days of youth be bright, 

And manhood's hours be gay. 
Yet cheering is our gentler light 

When evening dies away. 
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EPITAPH FOR MR. BOURKE, 



A Student at the Clerical College, Saint Bees, 
who, after a variety of fortune, was buried at Arlec- 
DON, near Whitehaven, a Church of his own 
designing, on the 11th of April, 1831. 



Oh ! could the stone in truth's sad accents tell 

The tale of him who owns this narrow cell, 

In one forewarning verse would stand combined 

The various cares and ills that haunt mankind ! 

Born with high hopes, with flattering prospects fed, 

O'er life's first stage with joyous haste he sped, 

Yet neither talents, wealth, nor worth could save 

From want's dark sorrows, and an early grave ! 

From youth design'd to preach Heaven's Truth to man. 

He fell inglorious ere the fight began! 

Though nurs'd in halls — ^though spent his boyhood's 

hours 
'Mid gorgeous aisles, and heaven-aspiring towers, 



132 MISCELJLANIKI. 

He sleeps in this far clime, beneath the shade 
Of that low Temple his own hands had made. 
Peace to his dust-*-the peace beneath the tod; 
And to his Spirit; oh ! the Peace of God! 



11 



A LEGEND 

OF 

TBE FOUJ^DATIOJ^ 

or 
SAINT BEGA'S ABBEY. 



The Le^nd upon which the following Poem is founded, and from wliich 
none of the facta mentioned in it will be found to deviate, is stiU rtaj prera- 
lent in tlie neighbourhood. It may be obseired, that one of the naost 
extraordinary of these facts,— that of the snow foiling on midsumoMr 
day,— possesKS a d^ree of Teriaimilitude which can be claimed by few 
otlier legends of a similar nature ; for the Parish of Saint Bees consists of 
so many detached portions, and those portions occupy so remarkably the 
wild and exposed districts of the Lake Country, fEnnerdale, Wastdale, 
Eskdale, and pari of Lowcswater being included within its boundaries,} 
that if snow should condescend to fall any where on midsummer day, it 
would doubtless be in those Tery places to which the l^rendary narratire 
has confined it. This certainly prores one of two things {— «ither the 
truth of the story, or— what some, perhaps, may think quite as pro. 
bable— the ingenuity of the inventor. 



SAINT BEGA'S ABBEY. 



PART FIRST. 



Bright was the hour, on sea and on land, 
Wlien Saint Beg a left the Irish strand. 
The breeze was up, and the sun was high, 
And the clouds that freckled the azure sky 
Gave a soothing repose to the splendours of noon, 
Like the spots on the face of the modest moon. 
Each wave, as it danc'd to the pebbled shore. 
Was tipp'd with a crestlet of foam-bells hoar, 
And play'd round the vessel as if in glee 
That borne on its bosom Saint Bega should be: 

For she was one by favouring Heaven 

To mortals in its bounty given. 

Too fair for earth— too pure to dwell 

In aught save holy cave or cell; 

There, the lone hours, to watch and pray. 

To waste her loveliness away, 
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And strive, by penance and by pain^ 

To quell fond hopes, and wishes vain; 

Then from dark cell to issue forth, 

To spread Glad Tidings through the Norths 

And leave the world a name to move 

The heart to worship and to love. 
She had listened with sorrow and grief to the tale 
That the faith in wild Cumbria did &lter and fail ; 
'That its Nobles were tyrants throughout the land. 
Cruel of heart, and bloody of hand. 
Striving the Lordship in fury to gain, 
And shedding the blood of their vassals like rain. 
That the vassals were darkling, and poor, and proud, 
Silent at mattins, in cursing loud. 
Plundering the sea, and robbing the land,-*-^ 
And such was the state of dark Cumberland. 
Her heart was moved at so sad a tale. 
She wept that the Faith in the North should faii^ 
And she sail'd from greenErin with bedesman and monk. 
To expel the dark cloud that o'er Cumbria had mink.^ 

' It would appear that the gpood lady was not alti^tber tttccearul ia 
ber pious undertaking, and bad left somewbat itiU to bt dooe by licr sot 
less pious and beneficent successor at St. Bees ; for we find that Strype 
thus describes the native eonntry of Orindal, the foiaidcr of St. Bees 
School t~"/l had laboured not only under great ignnrt'onoB^ butundergreal 
oppre»9ion of covetoiw kmdhrdM, mott ef anp one part ^ the realm / ** 
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Fair is the breeze as on her way 

The holy vessel glides^ 
And laughing waves in gladsome play 

Are rippling round her sides. 
High on the poop Saint Bega sings 

A solemn hymn of praise^ 
While sea-mews droop their snowy wings^ 

As listening to her lays. 
Now the tan crest of Man uprears 

His double front on high. 
And Cumbria's distant shore appears 

Darkening the eastern sky; 
The sun sinks in the crimson west^ 

The breeze no longer blows. 
And sea, and air, and sky, at rest, 
Lie wrapt in calm repose. 
But who on earth may boast unchanging peace f 
Who can bid storm and rage for ever cease? 
The best, the holiest, are doom'd to know 
That hours of bliss but herald hours of woe. 
Scarce had the sun the breast of ocean kiss*d 
Ere from its bosom rose a deadly mist ; 
Wing'd with the wind, and arm'd with lightning flame. 
Full on that holy ship the tempest came. 
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Then as in fury, rose the angry seas, 
Sail, mast, and*cordage shivered in the hreeze^ 
And monk and sailor^ quell'd alike with fear, 
Embraced, with daring hand^ their mistress dear* 
She, all unmoved, and firm in holy faith^ 
GazM with calm eye on that dark scene of death, 
Wip*d the dank sea-spray from her marble brow. 
And thus to thee, bright Virgin! pledged her vow: 
"Virgin fair! and maiden mild ! 
For the sake of thy.sinless Child, 
* For the sake of Cumbrians raCe"* 
Sunk in sorrow and disgrace, 
For the sake of her who goeii 
To dissipate their sins and woes» 
Grant thy Votaress one request- 
Lull this fiery storm to rest. 
And wherever my vessel first touches the land, 
To thy name and thy glory a Temple shall stand. '^ 
She spoke; and at once ceas'd the billows' commotion. 
There was silence in heaven,-— there was peace on the 
ocean ! 

^ND OF FART FIRST. 



MISCELLANIES. ISO 



FAllT fiBCONt^. 



On the smooth bosom of the quiet sea 

The gentle vessel cuts her sunny way j 
Pair is the breeze that bears her gallantly, 

And bright the sun-beams that around her play^ 
While on the pillowed prow Saint Bega lay, 

Pouring to Heaven her grateful hymn of praise^ 
Whose hand had chas*d the bitter storm away; 

Preserving thus her life for.brighter days, 
And nobler acts, to claim the unborn poet's lays. 



Before her eyes in sunshine now 
The shores of England lay; 

Tall Tomlyn with his rocky brow, 
And Fleswick with its bay. 

And there, where the receding land 

Leaves girdle brown of solid sand. 
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And a small Btreamlet finds its way 
To ocean throngh a narrow bay, 
There, without aid of sail or oar, 
Her gentle bark first touch'd the shore. 



It was the eve of a midsmnmer day 
When Saint Bega first gaz*d on the castle grey 
That frowns on the brink of the £hn s sweet rireft, 
Built there by De Meschienes to stand for ever. 
For he was the Lord of the region around, 
His eye could not reach its utmost bound, 
And *^ Look you to mountain, or look you to sea. 
The land that you gaze on is mine," said he. 
With step of impatience and thought profound 
He pac*d the dark ramparts of Egremond round, 
When his step was arrested, his thoughts disarray'd 
At the sight of a lovely and kneeling maid; 
The sea-spray still glistened amidst her dark hair, 
All pale was her forehead, her bosom Was bare. 
"Lord of the region round," she cry'd, with hands up- 
raised, and eyes 
Now fix*d upon that Baron's hce, now gazing on the 
skies,—- 
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'' List to my tale— -from Erin's shores to England fair I 

came, 
To turn this land from Paganrie— Saint Bf ga is my 

name. 
As o'er the ocean broad I sailed, my bark was tempest* 

tost, 
And but for Holy Mother's care, I surely had been 

lost ! 
She heard my prayer, she heard my tow, that where- 

my foot should land, 
Ev'n there, to her eternal praise, a temple bright should 

stand. 
Do thou, then. Lord of all this land, to me that spot 

resign, 
And, for thy g^-acious charity, my prayers shall still be 
thine." 
She spoke;-— it would have made you mournf 
Your very heari it would have torn 

To mark that Baron's eye; 
Round and wound he ^oudly gaz'd. 
His eyes with fiendish triumph blaz'd. 
His threatening hand to heaven he rais'di 
And thus he made reply; 
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^* I give my lovely lands to thee ! 
Thou wanderer of the main! 
Tes! — small thehoon thou sedk^st of me,* 

That hoon thou shalt obtain. 
To-morrow is midsmmner day we know; 

Sure time for frost and cold ! 
And every rood Ihat is covered with snow 
Shall be thine, to have and to hold.*' 
He spoke in scorn; the maiden then 
Whispered one feeble word—" Ambx ! " 
The Baron tum'd to his castle fair, 
The lady bent herself to prayer. 



It is not given to man to know 
Another's bliss, another's woe! 
Each bosom has its own sh&rp pain, 
Enough to suffer and sustain:-^ 
Or you might picture well the smart 
That shot to that bold Baron's heart, 
When, gazing, on the morrow's dawn, 
O'er hill and valley, wood and lawn, 
He mark'd the region, high and low, 
liVrapp'd in a wonderous robe of snow ! 
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Deep Wastdale*s Screes and Craggs so white 
Were glittering in the morning light, 
And Ennerdale*s tall Pillar wore 
His winter coronet once more i 
The vale of Lowes was spotted o'er. 
From rock to lake with patches hoar^ 
And Preston's fertile Isle was seen 
To shroud in white her summer green! 
The Baron's haughty heart was riven,— ^ 
He saw reveal'd the hand of Heaven, 

He stoop'd him to the stem decree; 
He humbly bent that maid before,- 
And by the Holy Bood he swore 

Her will his only guide should be. 
So she built to the Virgin Saint Bega's Abbaye, 

Who her life from the sea had defended, 
And wherever the snow fell on midsummer day,> 

There the rights of her Chantry extended! 



Maiden ! that now, unseen, unknown, 
Biding thy self-directed throne, 



144 mscRLLAinEs. 

Hover'st around the scene where thon 
Hast pray'd thy prayer and vow'd thy vow; 
Still may thy hop3 and wish he crown'd 
Of spreading light and life around! 
Still 'mid thine own time-hallow*d ground 
May Truths pure messengers be found. 
With all the fiery love and zeal 
Thy wild and fearless age could fieel. 
With all the wisdom of onr own. 
To make the Gospel summons known ! 
Then, though bereft of all the power 
And wealth, that were its early dower, 
Though ruin'd walls but ill proclaim 
The glories of its ancient &me, 
Still shall thy hallow'd &ne be found 
The watch-light of the region round, 
Hinging its peaceful beams afar. 
Till rising of the MoEmNO Star ! 



SAUL AND DAVID, 



A DRAMATIC SCEJSTE. 



H 



SAUL AND DAVID, 



A DRAMATIC SCENE, 



SCEJ^E,—The Palace, The upper end of the Hall 
vacant — at the lower a chorus^ composed of 
guards and priests. 

Enter Jonathan. 
Joy! joy! ye men of Israel; warriors, priests, 
Ye that around these domes keep nightly watch, 
And ye that pour the sacred cup to Heaven 
In Jacob's weal or woe*, unite your voice ; 
Bid the loud harp the cymbal's clang respond, 
And both shout, "Victory! " 

CHORUS. 

Alas! Alas! 
The mirth of madness hath distraught his brain, 
I^e dallies with despair! 
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JONATHAN. 

Despair ! Tis gone 
To the four winds! I say, the battle's won! 
Philistian hones bestrew the bloody vale 
Of Elah — Gath's broad plains are drunk with gore; 
And Israel's foot hath trampled on his foe, 
Ev'n to the gates of Ekron! — ^Praise the Lord! 

jCHORUS. 

Thy tongue speaks marvels, yet thine eye is true, 
And thy smooth brow proclaims thy steady brain-^- 
Whence happ'd this wondrous issue? 

JONATHAN. 

By a means 
As wondrous as the event. Goliath fell 
Ev'n by a stripling's hand-^a simple stone 
From a poor shepherd's bag hath sealed the fate 
Of nations — himibled proud Philistia's horn, 
And rescued Israel ! 

CHOKUS. 

Truly to the Lord 
All victory belongs ! Say, whose the hand 
Of this great w6rk the honoured instrument? 
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JONATHAN. 

Know'st thou, (yea, well thou know'st) the ruddy 

youth. 
The fair-hair'd boy, that oft with heavenly strains 
Hath luird my Father's madness into peace? 

CHORUSk 

The beauteous son of Jesse? Well I know 

That joyous child of song ;-— his harp still rings 

In my rapt ear, what time Jehovah's praise 

He sung, entranced, as march'd in bright array 

Our virgins to the sacrifice, with pomp 

Of arms and garlands circled, voices sweet 

Prolonging still the strain, and thundering shouts 

Be^rin^ loud chorus to bis maj^ic laj. 

What has a youth so soft and fair to do 

With such stem deeds as load thy struggling tongue? 

JONATHAN. 

Much! Every thing! Twas he who won the day, 
And stretch'd the giant prostrate in the dust! 
When quail'd our boldest at the champion's threat, 
And fled ere his spear's point had topp'd the hill-*- 
When freedom, honour, royal rank, had fail'd 
To wake one latent spark of courage up 
Even in the bravest breast-^-a stripling weak, 
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Clad in a shepherd^s garb— umnail'd, unarm'd^ 
Stands forth between the banded hosts, and dared 
The contest! On he goes— his mountain sling 
His only weapon— God his only trust. 
The giant falls beneath his well-slung stone. 
And with him fell Philistia! Hadst thou seen 
That glorious sight, Old man! thine i^e had fled. 
And youth sprung up within thy withered frame. 
Undoing Time's firm work! 

CHORUSf. 

Time, happy youth, 
Does not his work by halves* Yet my heart throbs 
With renovated strength to hear thy tale, ,. 

For thine*s a warrior's tongue. Didst thou not fear 
For him, the minstrel boy? 

JONATHAN. 

I knew him not! 
Not one in all the host, beneath that garb 
Of rustic plainness, saw the harper gay 
Of Israel's royal court. The step, the tone. 
The i^rkling eye, the sunny locks, at times 
Haunted me like a vanished dream, and woke 
A dim misgiving in my breast,— yet none 
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Knew the strange truth,' till, with that grizly head 
Still reeking in his hand, (wild contrast with 
His own joy-lighted face ! ) he meekly said 
** I am the soil of Jesset'* Then a shout 
Leapt up at once from every teady tohgue— « 
(For who that lov'd not David ? ) such a shout 
As wak'd the echoes in Engedi's caves, 
And rous'd its bold ey'd eagles. From that hour 
My soul was his — I felt a bond entwin'd 
Around my heart that Death can not untie. 

CHOBUS. 

How oft short-sighted man is most in love^ 
4?Gth what shall be hi^ ruin! 

JONATHAN. 

What means that ! 

CHORUS. 

In truth I know not. Thy last speech so sweet, 
Hath jarr'd upon my thoughts, and wak'd a note 
I never thought to strike 'twixt thee and David! 

JONATHAN. 

Doubt not his faith, nor mine; for sooner than 
The blossom of our tender love shall fall. 

It is well known to the bibliol student, that this pirt of the subject is 
encumbered with many difficulties. The speech of Jonathan in the text 
ceems to the author to contain the most probable solution of them. 
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The rose will die in Sharon's sunny vale 
And bloom on Lebanon ! 

CHORUS. 

I do believe it; 
But Heaven's high will, that works the general good. 
Moves still right on,— crushing beneath its wheels 
Much individual bliss « 

JONATHAN. 

To Heaven we leave it. 

CHORUS. 

Piously said. But on; how far'd thy Sire 
In this wild conflict? Was his spirit there? 

JONATHAN. 

Ev'n as in days of old ! The gloom that rests 
Ever upon him^ darkening all his thoughts^ 
Fled at the battle^shout, as morning mists 
Before the rising sun! My foot, thou know'st. 
Is seldom in the rear, yet could I track 
His course but by the victims of his wrath. 
And by the crashing of the forest boughs 
Before his towering hehn !— 'And yet, alas! 
When rose the solemn hymn for victory won. 
When every eye was bright, and every tongue 
Bung with the names of David, and of Saul, 
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The gloom once more descended ! He alone, 
Of IsraeFs sons the anointed King, was sad. 
And not a cloud in earth or heaven was seen 
But on my father's brow! See where he comes ! 

(Enter Saul. ) 

CHORUS. 

Doubt and Danger! ye that fling 
O'er each speck of earth your wing. 
Darkening with ill-omen'd shade 
Every heart for rapture made, 
Now within my breast ye reign— 
Sweird with pleasure, racked with pain 1 
Shall I Jacobus glories sing? 
Shall I weep his fallen king? 

(Semi-ehorus of Priests. J 

Hail to the God of peace ! 

Whose mercies never cease ; 

Who still remembers Israel when he cries ; 

When we look up and pray 

He wipes our tears away, 

And calls the contrite heart a grateful sacrifice ! 

H5 
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f Semi'Chortig ofGtiardsJ 

Hail to the God of war ! 
Who like a fiery 8tar 
Shoots in red vengeance on his people's foe; 
Without man's puny skill 
Working his steady will, 
He calls the fight his own, despising sword and bow ! 

FULL CHOEUS. 

Hosanna! Glory to the living Lord, 
Feared by the heathen, by his saints ador'd. 
Let Israel's sons from age to age proclaim — 
Great is his power, and reverend is his name ! 

SAUL. 

Oh, that I were at peace ! woe! woe! 

CHORUS. 



Al^s! 



Strange is the doom of mortal man! 
He who, to all men's eyes, appears 
Seated upon a throne of bliss ; 
One to be lov'd, and fear'd of all ; 
With victory at his right hand 
Exalted, glory round his brow — 
Is yet of men most miserable ! 
Ne'er let us judge of tliat which is. 
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From that which seems ; the kingly robe, 
Unbless'd of Heaven, though rich with gems, 
Is coarser than the sackcloth vest 
That folds a prophet's limbs ! 

SAUL. 

Lord God of Israel ! my kingdom's God ! 

Thou by whose word and will I am a King, 

May I invoke thee still? Is thine ear deaf 

To him whose tongue so often hath abused 

Thy patience, uttering unregarded oaths, 

And vows still unredeemed! once I could love 

And fear thy name; in lowly life could act 

My lowly part, and tread my father's ways 

In piety and peace. To greatness rais'd 

I fell ! Too giddy was the height for one 

So iiumbly bom — alas! so weak in will. 

What tears have flow'd to blot my foul offence, 

What deep remorse hath wrung mytortur'd breast 

Thou know'st, who knowest all things! Yet no sign 

Of smiling mercy gilds thy sacred ark, 

No prophet whispers peace! Thy Spirit pure, 

That brighten'd o'er my bosom, wakening thoughts 

Of wisdom, such as Israel's kiiig should feel, 

Is gone ! and in its stead a demon dark — 
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Or mine own darker breastF-nrtill hurries on 
To thoughts I hate, and deeds I dare not name! 
How long, oh Lord, shall thus thy servant groan- 
How long? 

CHORUS. 

Alas! Alas! The bosom's smart, 
The sorrow of a contrite heart. 
The firm resolve to learn thy will, 
Thy utmost purpose to fulfil, 
And walk in Truth's pure ways again— 
Father of Heaven, is this in vain? 
Vainly, alas! his breast may bum 
Back to the paths of light to turn. 
Who, rais'd by Heaven for special ends. 
Against its high behest offends! 

On him no more 

The light shall pour 
The bright effulgence of its glorious day; 

Around his head 

Dark clouds are spread. 
That neither time nor tears can wipe away. 

Above his tomb 

The solemn doom 
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In aweful t^nes the iiaerring Seer hath spoken, 

Eeft is his throne, 

His race is gone, 
Because the vows he made to heaven are hroken! 

8AUJU 

There is a curse upon my going out, 

And coming in ! A wither'd sceptre weighs 

On my loose grasp, a hroken circlet crowns 

My head ; and thus I linger on, a mark 

For fools to gibe at, and the just to scorn! 

" The Lord hath torn the cronm from thee, and^iven 

The sceptre to thy neighbour^ better far 

Than thou /*' Still ring these accents in mine ear, 

Louder than the wild battle shout,— -and yet 

I am a King-^till pauses the rais'd arm 

To strike the blow, and victory hath crown'd 

Once more the brow of Saul; Philistia crouch'd 

Beneath my conquering arm, nerv'd as of old; 

And from Beersheba ev'n to utmost Dan 

Stretches my rescued realm. Why should I fear ? 

Why dread the uncertain issue of a word 

Spoke by an angry Seer? Away, dark thoughts ! 

He who still haunts them is a stripling mean 

Within my grasp — ^buoy'd up, perchance, by sleight 
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Of others, or his own mia-sh&pen dreams, 

Yet but a bubble to dissolve in air 

Before my slighted breath. I will be bold ! 

I feel a native energy that cries^— 

" Shrink not before a shadow— fear not words — 

But be in courage, as in place, a King ! '* 

JONATHAN. 

My Father! 

CHORUS. 

Speak not to him, noble Youth ! 
The fit is on him ! See 1 the cloud descends 
On his contracted brow. Fly thee, good youth 1 
The words which a distracted father speaks 
Beseem not hijB son's ear. Haste to thy friend, 
And speed him hither with the magic harp 
That rules the soul at will. Wond'rous events 
Have happ'd since last its heavenly echoes rung 
Within these halls-^more tyrranous the might ' 
Of demon rage— *more hated is the hand 
That 800th*d it— but if David cannot charm, 
With his sweet strains, the evil spirit down, * 
There is no hope for Israel! Haste, oh, haste! 

[ Ea^it Jonathan. 
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CHORUSa 

Justly does he feel the rod 
Of a sin-avenging God, 
Who despis'd the mandate given—* 
Scorning the behest of Heaven ! 
When his foot was on the neck 
Of accursed Amalek, 
Shrinking from the vengeance due 
On the hated spoil he flew. 
Hastening, ere the Prophet came, 
With an earth-polhited flame — 
And a hand with blood bestain'd— 
And a victim basely gained— 
Bashly he approiach'd the thi-one 
Of the all-controlling One !— 
Justly does he feel the rod 
Of a sin-avenging God ! 

SAUL. 

Surely enough of vengeance hath been pour'd 
On my doom'd head, for sin so rashly done, 
So bitterly repented of — But no f 
Still o'er my days — ^my every day — ^how long 
So e'er thesy be — a cloud of terror hangs— 
A night of utter darkness — not a ray. 
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Even of the bitter truth, illumes it. — ^Tnith, 
Tho' wrapp*d in dunnest robe, would be to ine 
A visitant of light ! — ^The Seer deserts 
His fallen monarch's fortunes i^^Ife is dumb, 
And so are all his tribe ! Is there no art- 
No secret charm occult, by which His will. 
If not controll'd, may yet be known — no power 
Angel or demon, seeing deeper far 
Than man, down time's dark stream? Whence do the 

gods 
Of heathen Zidon, Moab, Ammon fierce. 
And proud Philistia, draw the might that nerves 
Their worshippers, and humbles Israel's sons 
Ev'n to the dust? Surely all power belongs 
Not to Jehovah ! Other gods besides 
May yet at least partake ! 

CHORUS. 

Peace ! I adjure thee ! 
Saul ! Father ! Israel's king! Restrain the tongue, 
That, moved by fiendish energy, speaks words 
The earth abhors to hear ! — ^Alas! Alas ! 
Eeason has lost her seat—his eyes are fix'd 
On vacancy— the demon holds his prey i 

(.Enter David roith his harp. J 
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CHORUS. 

Praise to the Lord ! Behold he comes, the youth 
Belov'd, for war and miustrelsy renown'd. 
How chang'd since last mine aged eye beheld 
His footstep on the palace floor ! His port 
Is loftier far than wont-^his forehead bright 
Bears the deep lines of wisdom, mixM with hues 

Of piety and joy— he is a man 

To rule a realm in peace, guard it in war ! 

Beware, lov'd youth, of evil ! See ! the King 

Eegards thee with a look of jealous hate. 

The javelin trembles in his dangerous haildf ^ 

And all his thoughts are baleful ! 

f Chorus of a procession without J 

^< Saul hath slain 

His thousands, David his ten thousands." 

CHORUS, 

Mark! 
Deaf to all other sounds, he hears that shout 
With feverish sharpness \ Foam is on his lip, 
And vengeance in his eye.— Strike, strike thine harp ! 
(David preludes on his harp J 
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CHORUS. 

Strange magic of sweet sduiids ! Ali*eady, see, 
The furrows of his corrugated brow 
Lose somethiiig of their gloom ! Oh sing us one 
Of those sweet 8ong&, that charm the general ear. 
Whene'er the festal day lights up soft thoughts 
Of peace and mercy in the heart of Israel.— 

f David sings to his Jiarp.J 
^ Still thou, O God I my shepherd art; 

No want my spirit knows; 
Thou lead'st me, like the mountain hart, 
Where chrystal water flows ! 



Gi'een are the fields wherein I rove, 
And pure the current plays ; 

Thou teachest still my heart to lo\ 
My feet to know, thy ways. 



* 

Yea, though my onward path may lie 
Through terror's gloomy vale, 

Thy pity will not pass me by. 
Nor e'et thy succour fail ! 



^ See PMlm xxiii. 
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Thy bounteous hands my table spread 

Within the desert bound ; 
By thee anointl^l is my bead, 

With joy my goblet crown'd! 

Since thus thy love and mercy still 

Pursue my faithless way, 
To thee I'll beiid my stubborn will,- 

To thee devoutly pray ! 

CHORUS. 

Oh wondrous power of heaven-desceilded sorig J 
The fury of his eye — ^the demon-lip 
Are gone. He sleeps ; he is at peace ! 

(Scene closes. J 



THE END. 
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